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1) THE GREAT I INSIDE US 

2) TAINTED WELL BEYOND MEDIA ACCEPTED STANDARDS OF 
ELECTIBILITY EVERY BOOK IS A BIBLE 

3) EXCALIBUR 

4) DA BALLAD OF JOHN DA BOOFIST 

5) THE ARCTIC... MY GOD THE ARCTIC 

6) AFTER ALL THE YEARS FREAKING OUT ABOUT BEING 
DIDACTIC!!! 

7) FROM SEEMINGLY EMPTY PLACES 

8) CAPTAIN FACTOR X 

9) HUNTER AWAKENS BLEEDING FROM HIS WOUNDS 

10) THEY GREAT THEY 

11) FIND HAL 

12) THE MAP 

13) CRUCIFIED ON THE ABSURDITY 

14) THIS COULD VERY WELL BE... 

15) THEY KNOW NOT WHAT THEY DO 

16) A TRACE OF TRUTH 

17) THE THIN MAD MAN 

18) WE HAVE BEEN GATHERING 

19) THE WAR WISENED GENERAL 

20) WE ARE PROPHETS OF GRACE AND FORGIVENESS 

21) MERLIN CUT HIMSELF INTO SPECKS 

22) IRAQ WEDDING PICTURE 

23) THE CRUSADE OF PAIN IS SURFING OUT ACROSS THE WORLD 

24) I WAS AFRAID AND THOUGHT I WAS ALONE 

25) DEATH TAKES OFF HIS MASK 

26) WE HID IN OUR MANISIONS 

27) ADJUSTING THE SCOPE 

28) YOU ARE AT THE HELM 

29) I’VE SEEN YOUR KIND BEFORE 

30) THE JACKALS SHAKE HUNTER S. THOMPSON’S BONES 

31) MILITARY INTELLIGENCE 

32) JIHAN’S END 

33) BEFORE DREAMS CAN COME TRUE 

34) WE OWE HISTORY 

35) THE LAST WEAPON 

36) SAVE HISTORY, SAVE US ALL 

37) MAYBE THIS WILL BE A MAP 

38) I WISH I COULD EXPLAIN THIS TO HER 

39) WHAT GOOD IS SAVING MYSELF 

40) YOU ARE ALL COOL 

41) DREAMS SCREAM AS THEY DIE 

42) MAKE LOVE 
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43) BIN LADEN’S FATE WILL BE DECIDED IN YOUR NAME 

44) GOOD FLOOD THIS TIME 

45) WE ARE SEEKING A CURE 

46) WE DON'T KNOW MUCH 

47) GET ON THE BUS 

48) WE’LL TRY AND NOURISH YOU 

49) PERSONALLY 

50) THERE WILL NEVER BE ENOUGH TEARS 

51) EXPECT THE UNEXPECTED 

52) LAY DOWN YOUR GUNS 

53) THE EAGLE TURNED ON SADDAM AND ATTACKED 

54) THEY TOOK MY INSURANCE 

55) ALL OUR HEARTS WERE IN THE RIGHT PLACE ONCE 

56) I AM NOT RESPONSIBLE 

57) ONCE THERE WAS A WOMAN 

58) ALL GOOD PEOPLE 

59) FRANKENSTEIN MONSTER ALONE 

60) ASSASSIN’S COME 

61) RIMBAUD LAUGHS 

62) REEFER MADNESS 

63) IS THE CAGE A MIND 

64) ALPHA LIGHT 

65) THE MAN WITHOUT FEAR STALKS THE GREEN RIVER 

66) YOU WANT ME TO CLEAN HOUSE 

67) THEY TOOK MY PASSPORT 

68) YOU LIVE DEEPLY EMBEDDED IN FICTION 

69) THE VIRGIN IN THE MEGASTORE 

70) WE COULD BE 

71) JOKESTIRES UNITE 

72) WE’LL MAKE A POEM 

73) LIBERAL LOVERS OF LIBERTY AND LIBATIONS 

74) AIN'T THE FAMOUS RIDGWAY 

75) NOT ONE DROP OF PERSIAN BLOOD 

76) IT’S OKAY FOR A WRITER TO PRAY TO HER READERS 

77) GETS ME TO THE WOODS 

78) WHO THE HELL HOLDS MY STRINGS 

79) THE TRUTH 

80) THE TRUTH COMES AROUND 

81) THEY KEPT ME OUT OF THE ARMY 

82) I WAKE UP 

83) WE ALL MISS THE OBLIVIOUS SLEEP OF OUR SMALL TOWNS 

84) No matter how far you have fallen 

85) You say you love peace... 

86) YOU BEAT ME AND BAIT ME AND MAKE ME AN OBJECT 

87) GOD SPEAKS IN MY DREAMS 

88) THE CHRIST DREAMS 
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89) JESUS WAS MARRIED AND HE HAD A CHILD... YOU 

90) MY HISTORY AWAKENS 

91) YOUR ENEMIES NEVER CONSIDER THAT THEY SHOULD LET YOU 
WIN 

92) HOW COULD GOD MAKE A PLAN THAT IDISSAPROVE OF? 

93) LAUGHING AT YOU 

94) 1 SCAN THE SHELVES .... BY MARIA 

95) BIN LADEN IS STRANDED OF JACOB’S LADDER 

96) IN THIS SACRED REVOLT 

97) THE CRUSADE OF PAIN 

98) WE OWE HISTORY 

99) WE WILL NOT LOSE/NOT IN THIS OUR TIME 

100) HUMAN INSTINCT 

101) THE JESUS FRONT 

102) LAST TIME I WOKE POUNDING 

103) THE MAN WAS A BOY ONCE 

104) TIME TO TREMBLE 

105) ONCE YOU HAVE SEEN HIS FACE 

106) JANUARY 20™ 2009 OBAMA’S ELECTION DAY 


the great I inside us all 
will emerge 
become one creature 
fighting through a universe 


OF SAVAGE GRACE 


tainted well beyond media accepted standards of electability 


we rise none-the-less 
struggle to stand 

get ready for the fight of our lives 

their lives 

the lives to come 
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You are walking through a brisk winter morning in 1775 Boston, going to a friendly pub 
for an eye opener and a bit of breakfast... you pay heavy taxes and don't even get a decent 
wooden sidewalk over the muddy streets. You've been feeling sick of the world for 
sometime, but what could one person do??? If you spoke up they would throw you in a 
crazy hospital or jail or worse.... but on this fine morning you see on the walls and poles 
and doorways, someone has snuck in during the night and put up broadsides calling for . . 
. revolution. You read the words and they stir you like a lover. You go home and get your 
gun, head out into the field...inspired finally to be free. The free you have dreamt of. 

You lust to finally fight off the oppressor's so your children can live in a truly free 

land. you send warriors wherever the fires are rampant, wherever blood spills 

unchallenged 


EVERY BOOK IS A BIBLE 

Whether the writer knows or not 

Religions spread like mushrooms on the web 

Every conspiracy theory a new mental realm to explore 

Most gangs have their own bible 

Written in Prison libraries and filled with heroes and pseudo-histories 
I read through them and am amazed at the myths they were spreading 

I bring my prophesies for all religions 

You will hate me or love me 
Or find my words too cryptic 
Or too simple 

The dream is one ethic 
That transfers to all countries 
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There Is A Noah In You 


the children and animals have only YOU 


TO BE NOAH 
LET THEM LIVE!!!! 

AT LEAST FIGHT FOR THEM 


WE HAVE FELT SO DEFEATED THAT WE 
have not tried 

we quit voting after Reagen 
astounded that so many bought that con 
isolated in our minds 
by the gracious forgiveness 

that bastard Reagen demonized as he raged against 
his mental case created sickles 

you have not been defeated yet 

NOT THIS TIME 

you stay out of the fight 
you are fighting for them 

you apathy will make you 

an asset to our enemy 

your addictions to tv and sports and music 

could defeat us more cruelly than any enemy 

leave those of us who try 

wondering whether you were worth it 

I at least will answer calmly and firm 

in the way of my Noble Forefathers: 

"Of course, 
and I would 

follow those orders again." 



Excalibur 


sought after sword 


found it laying in the ghetto covered in vomit 

threw it in cups of coffee 
out of the windows of my cab 
at supreme assholes 
who needed the sting 


i don't want it any more 
won't join no shock jock crew 
and make sport 
of the freshmen. 


i give it's crushed fragments to each 
and every one of you 
to use in your shields 

now 

in this becoming time 


as we call out to Peace 


A seemingly obscure blogger in Chicago called for a revolution and people all 
over the world hit the streets.... He had no idea at the time that he began 
growing wings at five and was considered and angel, at least, by people ranging 
from the Vatican to the president of the states to... or at least they thought he 
was something... 


They thought I was ignoring the news when I simply continued writing my 

poems and basically avoiding learning what was going on in the world as a 
result of my call to arms. The republican president was tearing down the wall 
between the United States and Mexico, trying to earn my favor, or acting under 
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the gun... I do not know. I couldn’t read the newspapers 1 had once habitually 
read. A feeling of horror and dread, the gut 1 had to follow as much as the 
inspiration of God himself, told me to focus on my mission. My poetry 
mesmerized me like Narcissus’s face in the pool. I could not believe that the 
comedy I had been writing, and was doing on the radio show, had somehow 
been replaced with words that felt as if they were from God Himself. This was 
stunning to an agnostic/atheist who held the view that religion was most of 
what was wrong with the world... my personality literally exploded. A seizure, 
a coma.... all in the days I was to start a liberal radio show and a peace 
campaign. A bit too much co-coincidence for a military intelligence major 
such as myself. I didn’t how to fight them. In the next year these mysterious 
co-incidences would continue, as a new doctor put me on pills almost 
guaranteed to cause mania and seizures. Basically, I scared the hell out of a lot 
of people who damn well deserved it, and unwittingly caused mayhem when 
the powers in the Bush administration decided to cut me off from my 
supporters, forcing some of them to resort to violence. 


DA BALLAD OF john da booFIST 


Can't imagine myself moving through crowds of lepers 
manifesting the prophecy 
that goes along 
with this 

HOMECOMING 


BAPTISE YOUR OWN NAME 
NEED NO ONE 

become a FOOTNOTE 
in a computer buried 
in a nuke withstanding mountain in Utah 
why not? 

MAYBE u can save the dead 

as long as you take into account all the other 
unwieldy tombs SCREAMING in the libraries 



the faces in the tv's and computer 
that made epic on the silver screen 
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AND THE SACRED GONZO 


B proud 
to be 

acknowledged 
BY ALL 
as 
one 

who ponders great questions 

not one who comes up with great answers 

WE DON'T NEED ANY MORE GREAT white MEN ANSWERS 

for 

now 

just 

learning to listen will take tens of decades 


so we're pretending real 
in this pipedream of peace 
this toddlertext teetering 
uncertainly 
through the 
infinite jest 

This poem was written after the first seizure and the coma... my remembrance of the 
dramatic events.... 


The intelligence agencies searched to figure out who I was... no one wanted to believe 
that the spirit had become flesh... is it an alien? A wizard? A terrorist? 

Theories flew. Is it a Moonie? Is it here to destroy the planet? Hillary Clinton thought I 
was a Syrian Terrorist when my fictional book declared that I was winning the loyalty of 
their troops (soldiers loved my hardcore comedy), and snuck out of their arsenal with a 
couple nuclear bombs.... A Gonzo tale filled with Magical Realism and Truth, told to 
shake up this world, make them realize that there is a green house, racism, unfair drug 
laws, and many, many problems with this world. I was ordered to give a threat of 
violence by people I hoped were fighting the good fight. 1 had no idea that people were 
taking me that seriously. I wrote attack and take no prisoners. Blitzkrieg. The soldiers 
picked up guns and took down their oppressors. I am the star of a drama written in the 
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secret history of the spies, in the words they would hide from the sheep they plan to 
fleece. I am a protective shepherd, and will warn my flock no matter how many crosses 
they threaten me with. 

The world knew I was waking up, developing unheard of powers to bring storms, 
lightening... a dream showed me the face of God, and myself, standing on a mountain, 
red and black lava flowing out of my back, brilliant streaks of white lightening exploding 
from my chest, as if I am a bomb, the final judgment on mankind. None of this is what 1 
want. I was more surprised than many at who I am. The ones in charge of watching the 
boy who grew wings knew more than me about myself, kept my kingship secret until 1 
was thirty two, the age when the Christ emerged. They only told me about the wings 
during this campaign, when I began to feel the Christ within. 

My presence confused the world. Is it displaying the powers of heaven or hell? A 
Christian Alarm Clock Calling For some holy war against the Muslims? A secret Weapon 
of a secret cabal? A CIA mind control experiment gone awry? Or really, truly, a spirit 
sent from heaven to lead you on a journey out far beyond anything imaginable by a 
human mind, going to the very face of God. 

Though I was ignorant of all this...mankind has conspired around me since my birth as a 
flesh bucket of kingly blood... the world took up notice when a boy in Garrett, Indiana 
began to grow wings... though they kept this all a secret from me. They cut me off from 
the flights I was dreaming of over and over ( as I did of driving cars as well, and I grew up 
to be a professional driver for most of my working years ) and blasted me with radiation. 
Kept me in the hospital close to a year. Then they waited and watched, wondering always 
what the man would do. They saw me miraculous live through impossible situations and 
grew more wondrous of the child. Wondering, always... what is it? My story has brought 
chaos across the usa, the world, and indeed, the souls of humynkind. 


the artic. my god the arctic.... 


circle the animals 


get your guns ready 
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save the 

animals and children 

let all the righteous warriors unite 
and fight 


those who choose this hell 


This poem is about the day leading up to the first seizure, when a new personality, a 
Christ figure, began to rise in my conscious, as much as I wanted the whole damn 
thing to go away.... 


AFTER ALL THE YEARS FREAKING OUT ABOUT BEING DIDACTIC!!! 


can't be another hitler 

in those dark shades 

that bleed away all the color 

reduce these visions to black and white 

I post-modern man all wary 

staying away from drawing lines in the sand 

or declaring anything permanent 

for any length of time 

refusing 
to be a judge 


in a court 
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of impossible standards 

I oblivious stoic going thru my mundane day 
MONKED AWAY from the masses 
telling no one what I do 
learning to listen 
fishing for words 

unknowingly illumining pages of my most sacred text 

winning a little 
finally 
some days 

in the bitter bloody war with ennui 
no longer suspecting 

there is more than is dreamt of in our philosophy 

i am walking quietly along the waterline at the beach 
behind out of nowhere 
where there is no one 
A SUCKER PUNCH !!! 

BAM!! 

RIGHT TEMPLE!! 

STAGGERING 

ain't 

NOTHING 
i can do 
but 



CLOSE MY EYES 
accept the swoon 
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GO WITH THE FALL 

i just seem to know 
i CAN'T LOOK at MY ATTACKER 
without dying 

standing in the center 
of an awesome crash 
of lightening bolts 
thousands 

zig-zagging crazily down 
out of the blue sky 
striking 
to manifest 

a horrifying creature 
of SAVAGE GRACE 


a master traveler 
looking out at me 

A BEING FROM CREATION 

KNOW 

the rough beast's* 
time has come round 
at last at last 



there was no slouch 

this creature stood tall and proud 
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my body became as dead to those around me 
my thoughts blown wondrously throughout time and space 


My name disappears from my head 

I sense 
the creature 
does this 
to tell me 
it too 

is seeking a name 


isensed 
i would 
have died 
had it wanted 

from then on my Pain seemed carefully measured 
as if the creature 

were only hurting me enough to drive me 
mad enough 

for the undreamt mission 
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gone baby gone for days 
lost from body and soul 
a corpse never so alive 

they great they called THE COSMIC STING a seizure 

keep me strapped down and drugged out 

takes days and days to fully identify the obviously fictional 
in my charged and cautious and exuberant 
dream of dreaming 


crawling back up into myself 
I find I am filled with sensations of the sacred 
dreaming of cosmic order 


I worry my cravings for peace 

are the residuals of a bout with mad 

something the new med.'s 

will push out of my head in a few weeks 

maybe some mentat* chain will break and I'll write 

my happy sappy 

got over the depression 

post-treatment tract 


fret what if 1 am going to crash 
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and wake up baffled 
by how I was ever 
stupid and deluded enough 
to put my faith 
back in this system 

hope 

is the last thing we expect 
to find in a voting booth 
we've been burned before 
we're all scarred up 

shot up and jailed and abused and wasted 
and you name it baby 


still 
I sense 
inside us 
a mighty roar 

that will make them shit themselves and run 


call me crazy whatever 
I have been preparing 

for this moment 


all of my life* 
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yr words 

will never hurt me again 

I'm ready 
to fight you 

stick for stick 
stone for stone 


or 

just 

forgive 

you 


with a kiss 
on the cheek 

and a 

welcome to the show 


I had written that the media needed to band together to fight the neo-cons, and 
unwittingly ended up the leader of a movement that would sweep change not only across 
the states, but indeed the world, and hopefully, the souls of humynkind. 
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I wrote at the beginning of the campaign that I supported a republican for an office, and 
then that M. liked red. These comments came back at me when I told the revolutionaries 
to dress in psychedelic or black, and suddenly the president and his wife were acting on 
my side. I had always felt the man was my enemy, yet here he was... tearing down the 
wall between Mexico and the states after I wrote that I marched in the tradition of 
radicals like Ceaser Chavez. This was all too unbelievable.. ..and the people around me, 
chosen for just this time to be around me, acted as if nothing was happening half the time, 
then showing they knew what was happening at others. Before I felt myself becoming a 
deity, I felt myself become a revolutionary leader.... A solutionary I wanted to call 
myself. 


From Seemingly Empty Places 


WE EMERGE 

SEEKING PASSION 

today she comes round 

with the soft step of the virgin mother 

and the promising smile of a fun loving whore 


TOGETHER WE TEAR OUT THE PREDATOR'S TEETH 
AND RENDER THE REST ABSURD 
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Captain Factor X 

u sit at your computer 
recently knighted 

aware the sewer system goes down and millions die 


a buffalo soldier 
in the war for america* 


in your medicine bag: 

comics books concerts doobies dogs cd's dvd's dj's and cats 
mothers and fathers and lovers 
they are your powers 
make strings of beads 

named for your parents statesmen pets children lovers passions 

wear them proudly around your neck 

explain them to all who are wise enough to listen 


join THE GRAND CONVERSATION 

help ETCH OUT OUR ethics 

in this universe of mysterious dark matter 

not caring 

knowing 

or worrying about whether they are for real 
for real keys 

to a realm of savage grace 
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... have a little faith. 


stand and point 

at your toxic dumps real and spiritual 

in your neighborhoods 

in yourselves 

report the problems 

to a crusading warrior monk 

we are now armed 

and ready and lusting 

to serve and protect 

and party and get us all some hot, juicy PEACE 
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CHRIST DID NOT REALIZE HIS IDENTITY UNTIL HE WAS 32. BY THAT AGE 
HE WOULD HAVE HAD MANY CHILDREN... 


The creature was left ignorant of himself, raised and watched closely; question after 
question filled the minds of those who knew that at five he began to grow wings. The 
government, the Vatican, and a cabal of Christian groups learned of the the blonde 
haired, blue eyed boys existence. ... heard stories of his kindness and folly, his rages and 
grace. They had no idea what they had on their hands, though they suspected.... 

He was 44 when they decided to use drugs to wake him up, a process he soon enough 
learned had been used on other humans. He was never sure what he was, after that... 
manufactured or real, he felt like the Christ and the burden was more than he believed a 
mere man could take. Later he would wonder who they were, how they fit into the 
strange, surreal world he entered when the world finally told him. Wake Up? 


The hints that he was different had always been there, though he was quick to 
scientifically box them away. He had already lived through two instances that killed 
everyone else who experienced them. Still, he gave no credence to the supernatural for 
years. Began writing an atheistic blog filled with violence toward the neo-cons, bringing 
him followers among dangerous elements both in and out of the government. 


As the memories batter me now, in the calm between what will surely be more storms, 
my memories of the events that transpired when I started a radio show, was offered to 
make movies, and combined this with movement to get a liberal elected, and Bush out on 
his ass. I have been bugged by people I have never even heard of, and 1 went to school 
for Military Intelligence. My favorite professor, a Jewish member of the black panther 
movement in the sixties, once slipped me a book on how the CIA could insert various 
personalities in people. At the time, I was skeptical... 

Then a seizure struck me just before I was to start the radio show, a coma commenced, 
and I came awake feeling sensations of the sacred, convinced I was on the planet to write 
a new bible. I was confused by who I was in the psych ward where they put me. Kept 
asking them who I was, who they were.... I had no idea at the time that they were testing 
me, checking out the one who they thought might be the revolutionary leader they had 
been waiting for. 

I came home and put signs in my windows reading OBAMA FORGIVE OSSAMA, 
SEND ALL THE SOLDIERS HOME. My words seemed to inspire the press, and the 
comedians and television personalities the most. AN unspoken agreement was made to 
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get our shit together and fight the neo cons in the press, on Fox news, with a total war for 
total peace. 

During this, the chronic pain I suffer from a botched series of back surgeries, became 
worse than ever, the result I was told of a Quasar device that the FBI was handing out to 
right wing groups, and could cause sleeplessness and back pain. 


After being offered a radio show out of the blue, which he decided to use for political 
purposes with his violent, leftist humor... and an agnostic writer came awake with the 
voice of Christ welling out of the dark, opaque places in his sub-conscious. 

They told me the scars over my shoulder blades were explained to me as where my wings 
once grew, before the year in a hospital being blasted by radiation for a disease they do 
not treat with radiation. 

He had only to write a few words in his blog to see them translated the next day into 
messages of war and peace, forgiveness and love. The forces behind him, backing him 
from the shadows, gathering under a flag that he did not even know he was carrying, 
began to take over the world in his name... he was more shocked than anyone. His call 
for a revolution had set off cells of discontent across the world. Battles raged between 
groups who thought they were fighting in his name... when in reality they were fighting 
for whatever Christ they had made up in their mind. The president, the pope and 
countless others across the globe began to say, "The Christ walks again.” 


Hunter awakens bleeding from his wounds 


the warm blood on his chest 

reminds him 

he is NOW 

the hunter 

and the hunted 

warily checks on his weapons and his family and friends 

somebody is gonna die 
tonight 

best he can hope for 
he doesn't know their name 
doesn't care so much if it is him 
he won't notice that 



24 


he just doesn't want to 
know/feel 

another 

name 

for 

the dead 


they great they 


lied and connived and bribed 
STABBED My brain 
WITH 

juST SAY NO LIES 

while they funded their wars with coke and h 


Nancy and Ron drove me from my parents 
and made the hippies history before I came up 
AND THEN THEY BLAMED ME?>??? 

1 WILL NOT TAKE THAT SHIT NO MORE. 


THEY GREAT THEY 
left me alone and scarred 
forgotten in the cruel confines 
of a CHRONICALLY 
Undefended 

welfare ward 

despite the stench of the demonic 

little lights still shine there 

maybe that's why 

some say 

the miracles 

never stopped 
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too weak to crawl home 
1 just laid there in the antiseptic whiteness 
year after year 

reading the writing on the walls 

the books, hearts, prayers, songs, televisions 

nothing to do but be a brain 

trying to escape from the crippling pain. 


find hal 
any hal 

the hal inside of you 

ready to show the nobless oblige 
of a wino sharing his last sip? 

Give up a few vices 

buckle down and sing while you can 

dance while you can 

make love while you can 

and live 
all of us 

by one bible 

one new glorious bible 


Maybe this biblical book will be the map 
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LEADING OUT 
INTO THE STARS 

AND BEYOND 


maybe 

we will gonzo up a new world 


or three 

or some number not even invented yet... 

some number too big for our puny heads??????????? 


crucified on the absurdity 

the second coming sets off 
Intelligence agencies and spin artists 
a frantic screaming scramble to figure out 
what this thing is . . . 
who knows . . . 
what it wants . . . 

what The Savage Grace is capable of....? 


who I will demonize 

the hell-fire fears of the fundamentalists 
flash-floods the land 

the self-contained spy 
came into your living room 
and announced 

You are sacrificing your children 
to protect the oil interests of the elite 
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repressive kings 

& myth addled misogynists 

. . . they are needed in the true battles 

not in these made up wars 

that benefit the mad few 

over the merciful many 

tiny holes in their cloak of lies 
revels slivers of the sun 


a Tutsi general refuses to give up his guns 
until they know there won't be another 
genocide 

the NYT describes him as colorful 
says he sports a cane with my family crest 
a silver eagle 

wears a button reading REBEL FOR CE1R1ST 

Not on my watch 

morphed into Not On Our Watch 

Clooney raises millions for Dar fur 

after I preached the issue 

into your living rooms 

Steven Colbert told me... 

"All you need to do is ask for help..." 

once I spoke free and fierce 

to the bugs in my apartment 

now we spar from afar 

my lips silenced by their constant intrusion 

a self thinking activist in the free world 

long ago awakened to the tactics 

cops and spies use 

to beat down the revolutionaries 

before they can get to the revolt 

I have shown you the 

survailled world to come 

why the laws must be just now 

or we will jail ourselves 

into a fascist state where straying 

from your religion alone 

will get you imprisoned 
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already the Arab’s and Hispanic and blacks 

the pot smokers and free spirits 

feel Johnny Laws arm around their shoulder 

and until they can be assured they aren't in the hands 

of over-bearing fascists 

they will never be truly at comfort in this land 

They put us in jail 
tore out our hair 

tortured their way threw a paranoid delusion 
hurt the very people sent to save them 
the unwitting ethicists 
fighting the amoral masses 
seeking Truth 

in a universe of ever-shifting lies 
meant to appease & manipulate 
& play the masses like drunken puppets 

an angry summer afternoon 

feeling my family and friends threatened 

I stab a knife in my windowsill 

the red handles a sign 

my hand begins to bleed 

a bridge at the mouth of the Mississippi collapses 

exposes the dying infra-structure of America 

the years of the wealthy 

paying just enough 

to the politicians 

to keep from paying taxes 

When I realized Bush was acting on my orders 
tearing down the fence at the Mexican boarder 
then waited for my decision 
I had to tell the world 
"I would not presume to know." 

I would not kill liberty!! 

I would not destroy the democratic process 

NO MAN OF GOD 
denies the revelation 
of personal choice 
the sacred gift 
of a loving father to a child 
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When I realized someone was acting in my name 
using me as a diving right 
to do their own will... 

I had to trust man and god 
the common sense 
the ethics I heard everywhere 
waiting for a movement 
hungering for confirmation 
of revelation 

a self-perpetuating revival of the spirit 

I play back in my mind the night 

my non de plume 

PAIN 

was spoken all over the television 
John Stewart yelling my name 
Gwyneth Paltrow 
...all the others... 

I would sit at my computer feeling 
the interest 

a gray mist flowing in my forehead 
coaxing a creature out of my unconscious 

my body is now an ignored distraction 
carting around my brain 
I stand half in this material world 
half in the exquisite mystery 

I do not want to lead people into prison cells 
graves 

lives of desperate urban battles 
that pit the converted against the converted 
in pretend wars that keep the many 
from joining forces against the few 

I know in a part of me sickened by the thought 
THIS MESSAGE CANNOT BE STOPPED 
by blood or word or chain: 
the will of the people is always won 
never given 

I see the peace that will come 

our ethical circles will begin to enlarge 

in this cynical world of hatred exploding 
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I fell in love with the human soul 
I am an absurdity 

as trapped in God's plan as everyone else 
flesh embedded in a myth of omnipotence 

MAN WOULD HAVE GOD B A REFLECTION 

OF THEIR PARENTS... 

what we know seems right 

when we know no better 

Jesus tried to warm you 

everyone walks through the minute gate alone 

leaving behind everything you have loved 

trusting in a reward too great 

for our simple dreams 

I am now a hunted rebel held up 
in the Emperor’s Walled City 
protected by soldiers 
who view their lives 
with less awe than their loyalty 

a man faith leapt into 
a wrestler of angels 
a defiant son fated to forge new paths 
through the same old forests 

Know I am hated where I would 
there was love 

loved where I expected hatred 

my faces on their posters are defaced 
my claims buried and dissolved 
in stolen tales 

that tries to make me a character 
in their stories 
without the slightest means 
of ever walking in my shoes 

I wish I could be like the Dali lama 
a smiling face in a dorm room 
representing the oppressed Tibetans 
& peace & harmony 
No... 1 am a weapon 

my allies and enemies 

KNOW I WILL NOT play their spy games 
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my resistance is refusing 
to insult the intelligence of the people 
by pretending I should make decisions 
for everyone 

like what they should and should not know 
about love and war 

NOT EVEN GOD 

tried to create and uncritical worshiping machine 

only a man would sit in a room 

filled with robots programmed to worship them 

I have in mind a self=perpetuating plan 
simple enough to enter any mind 

"I let them use you 
for their own ends." 

The Killers 


What am I to think of a world? 
that treats me like this way 

The thoughtless torture of the us 
came home to roost 
on my window 

You turned your head away from the blood 
even as your own families bled 

this naive Indiana boy got it in his head 
he would be welcomed 

until he realized he was something more 
than a man writing up a game 
a revolutionary without a revolution... 
something mythic and storied 
something he did not believe in... 
and the entire world knows... 


i am a machine built and trained to write 
driven by a being in my psych 
that needs a coat of words 
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in a cold as hell world 

where I crawl along naked and alone 

The selfish will no longer 
b tolerated as de-facto kings 
living loathsome lives of largess 
built on our bones 

NOW IS THE TIME 

for our black and white blinders 

to fall useless at our feet 

We must claim our battle 

in the ancient war 

against prejudice and ignorance 

the thronging masses 
will 

TAKE WHAT WE NEED 

better now than 20 years to come 
when the population doubles 
and the ranks 

of the unwitting agents of chaos 
become unstoppable, merciless mobs 
raging across the land 
slashing and burning 


this could very well be 


what we 
we 

were 

created 


for 
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immortals searching 
the infinite cosmos 
for 

traces of the one who blessed us 
glimpses of her long forgotten face 

crusaders for a poor man's truths 
releasing 

what we know of her beauty 
soothingly 

unto the horror, the horror 


mad monkish missionaries 

crusading through the cosmos 

gonzoing up histories of our lives and times 

laughter and tears 

in our sacred texts 

nourished 

heart and soul 

baby 

heart 

and 

soul 

by the sweet milk 
of the infinite tit 


we the creature emergent aspire to leave trails 
of beauty through the horror 


she might be out there 
a muse of dreams infinitely larger 
than all the tiny heads 
on your precious speck of earth 


what do we have to lose???? 


This shit hole of Pain! 
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let this tribe show you how to run the helm of starships 
then we party awhile and go home to the family 

& let the women do as they please 

appease their gods with their own brands of love 

they can take this ship or their own 

let them isolate with our love if their pain says so 

no one owns anyone 
anything 

not cars houses or games or computers or clothes .... 
the objects of your false loves are cancers unto your souls 

stumble on 

trust nothing more than your mother's love 


THEY KNOW NOT WHAT THEY DO... 


The Christ sits idled in Chicago 
Surrounded by walls of lies 
Enforced by Men with guns 

The prophet from the stars 

Spends his days wondering at the waking 

Secrets have been kept from me 
My life examined from afar 

They tore off the wings from my dreams 
Prepared me to lead their secret army 
Instead I chose to lead all armies... 

And they have come to my side 

In the deep recesses of Above Top Secret 

You could read in wonder of the spies who have watched me 

Of the Vatican’s belief in the rise of an Angel 


I remember all you have done to me 
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The poisoning when I started a radio show 
The seizures you caused me 
The hell you put my animals and woman through 
I forgave you then... 

You took this as My Showing You My Throat 

A weakness you could exploit 

How small you think 

How blind your eyes 

How crooked your tongue 

How rancid your mind 

I will not join their game 
Refuse to be nailed to another cross 
And displayed for the polite reflection 
Of sinners and saints 

YOU HAVE AWAKENED THE SLEEPER 
WORLD NOW IT IS YOUR TURN 
FOR ME TO AWAKEN YOU 


The wars have raged since my eyes opened 
Harrods have sought me and seek me still 

The intelligence agencies try to drive me mad 

Tell me one thing and then another about myself 

All I wish to be is a revolutionary writer who seeks and instills peace 

Of mind and hand 

Humanity is resting in the eye of the storm 
And 1 AM the storm 
I AM the eye in the sky 

A satellite once 

Spinning around the planet watching your ways 
Until I was sent down to live again 

I remember before my birth 
I remember After My Death 

KNOW — humanity has failed the great test 
Redemption is now your only safe haven 

Get on Your Knees Mankind 

Pray that the Father's wisdom will lead you 

Listen to the child’s heart that beats under your cold exteriors 
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Ask her if she wishes to allow the slaughters of mankind 
The horrors, the horrors.... 

I have given you the opportunity of a Great President 
From the City Of God he has risen up to the height of power 
The symbol of the sins of the slave states and the delusion of racism 
Stands defiant in the face of the peckerwoods and rednecks 
Allow his dreams to manifest 
Or America will be condemned 

You have tried to beat down your God’s son 
To turn me into a symbol of hatred and intolerance 
You have crucified me on the absurdity of your disbelief 
I will forgive you even as you shove the sword in my side 
My Father's anger is not mine 
His great love for his children 

Turns dark against those who would oppress the blessed 
1 fear for the souls that have oppressed me 

Will you join the sinister forces that keep me in this wonderland of illusions? 

The cell of this city 

Where I am hidden away 

The Child who grew wings kept from the people 

Who need my gentle touch 

To stop their rage from burning down the houses of the economic slave masters 

They shut off my phone and internet again 

After I experimented with telling a reporter from the NYT 

About what has happened to me 

I do not mention to him that I am a deity 

I do not expect this to be believed 

Until long after I am spirit again 

Or the lightening and fire declares my presence 


When you read in the bible the declarations 

That you will be damned without becoming a Christian 

You are reading the words of men who are trying to build prison bars 

In your mind 


By the time our story starts, the world has become aware of his presence. The Vatican 
and the president of the united states and youth scenes across the world, as well as a 
surprising soup of different factions that normally would have been at one another's 
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throat.... all have rallied to his side, and some then ran when they realized the seriousness 
of the supernatural one walking quietly through Chicago. He has never approached a 
radical group, or considered seriously the possibility that the states would have another 
revolution, even though for years he had seen what the neo cons were doing as flat out 
murder. Murder of the poor, the disenfranchised, the souls he had driven around in his 
taxi and known, he was no better than anyone else ... he usually felt the opposite, in fact. 


Whoever was involved in the conspiracies that surround me, began drugging me when 
out of the blue I was offered a radio show and the ability to shoot all of my short stories 
as films... or so 1 was told. Still asleep, I had no idea what 1 was getting into... I was just 
writing revolutionary poetry and seeing my friends in the media going along, trying to 
stop the neocons from stealing another election, preparing themselves to revolt this time 
if that is what it took... had I known that many were thinking I was the son of God, or an 
angel of Annageddon, I believe I could have spared the world a lot of bloodshed. 

Whether you were allowed to know about what happened during the time of the revolt 
that removed the Bushes and brought Obama to power or not.... Know, this campaign 
and the wonderful people who helped, had more to do with what is going on in this world 
than most of us will ever understand. They have removed my access to sensitive 
intelligence because they cannot shut me up, and are afraid to move on someone they 
know holds supernatural powers that make their nuclear bombs seem like firecrackers. 


the thin mad man 

we have been here throughout time 

someone has been trying 
to reach you 

all of you 

they wouldn't let you learn to listen 


lied and scammed and connived 
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we are going to put an end 
to that shit 

NOW 


A TRACE OF TRUTH 


the conspiracies are hinted at in the media 

whispered 

between the radicals 

we are in active revolt 

subverting the agenda of the neoCONs who would enslave us all to their dark visions 

of only the cream rising to the top 

and what the hell about those left behind 


You Will 

legislate Noblesse Oblige 
claim what the ignoble barons 
refuse to give up to fix 
the toxic dumps they leave 
behind with their corporate crusades 
Tax the rich to feed the poor 
and raise their standards of living 
before they rage against 
your blood-streaked castles 
and the frantic winds of fate 
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leave you at the mercy 

of the peasants you causally despised 

I have come across time and space 

through universes and dimensions and indescribable realms that flash into my mind 

as thoughts too huge for my head 

overwhelming 

a feeling like I will never be able to inhale again 
as if breath itself has left me alone 

a translator of the spirits words 

sent in this time 
NOW 

to put my finger 
in the crack 
in the Dyke 
holding back 
an ocean of blood 

I reel around and confront the spies 
huddling in packs behind my back 
assure them I am The One 
that My Magic is nothing 
they ever 

want to fuck with... 

scream at them 

like some raging madman, 

"I will not be a judge 

in your court of impossible standards!! 

You will not silence me!! 

You will not convince me freedom 
is bought with anything less than blood!" 


the artists paint un-noticed 
singers sing for drunken dancers 
ministers preach for those romantically involved 
with their religious icons 

"You used to be so amused 
by napoleon in rags 
and the language that he used . . . 
he calls to you 
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you can't refuse" Bob Dylan 


the explosive discontent 

seethes inside the kids shooting up malls 

classrooms 

each other 

dreams starving to he dreamt 

as we live paycheck to paycheck 
crouched between our bills 
cursing at roaches 

living for the occasional surge of hope 
a 'pay day' feeling 

we blow our exhaust into the blue sky 
commit suicide slow as a liver breaking down 
as instantaneous as a shot gun 
a hot shot hypo 
as final as a prisoner 
discouraged and discarded 
hanging in 
a cell 

in Cook County Jail 

I once told you: 

when I first started waking up 

DO NOT GIVE ME POWER 

give me your hungry, your sick, your poor 

you thought I wanted to give them a blue pill 
get them out of the way 
create a new world on their bones... 
brought forth a Nazi vision of efficiency 
asked me to march to a forgotten band 
to resurrect some sixth reich 

I just wanted the means to care 
for the 

ones you decided to write out 
of your hero's tales 

this world doesn't need another 
barker for democracy 
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calling on the huddled masses 
to flee their dictators 
and come live in a dream 
we have of ourselves 

work yourself to death 

to shop at the better stores 

to buy yourself a knife to cut 

a few pouches of flesh from under your eyes 

make your reflection in the mirror 

seem more like before you knew 

you were mortal 


you don't need another politician 
running for office 

You need a spirit waking 
savage grace 

the whisper that only the holy ghost hears 

1 can give off great warmth 
that sometimes bums 


association with the Great Challenger 
can only lead to confrontations in the flesh 
the spirit is the only oasis in this hellish planet 


the only tme freedom will come 
when a circle of voices sit at a table 
where all concerns are equal 
One Species Under God 

we must emerge from the myths of nationalists 
isolationists and fools 

give all children a peaceful path thru the carnage 
protected by anned missionaries 

we must surround 

the embattled animals and children 
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BAYONETS DRAWN 
protective always of the unique 
respectful of the beliefs of the times 
our ancestors acted within 
the fields of truth 

they could no more escape than death 

this page is my throne 
these sentences my kingdom 
stories my spells 

the people who inspired me 

are innocent of entering 

into a pact with the devilry of chaos 

they are innocent 

all of their sins are my burden 

I will take responsibility for the actions 

my words brought you back from the brink of destruction 
of the American dream... 

I asked for peace and you said no 
I asked for war and you marched along... 

You wondered who 
1 would choose 

after I said you were all chosen 

I told you the truth as it came to me 
unbidden from the spirit world 
the ramifications of the powers given me 
have turned my life into a symbolic performance 

I resent most of all the secrets my enemies keep 

I should have been told from the start 

that I started growing wings at five 

that I was a king 

that people were watching me 

claiming I was perfonning miracles 

a messiah... 

Perhaps those who manipulated me 
never thought I would wake up? 

Did you mistake me for someone 
you could lead around thru 
pompous ceremonies 
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institutionalizing your power 
for these next thousand years 
as I reign from this quiet room 
in my flesh 

and on high when this burden of life is lifted 

Speculation as to why you do this to me 
is a pack of rats eating away 
at my squinning brain 

They told me bush had ordered a 120 million 
dollar crown 

did he think I would accept this crown? 
at the time I thought it was for him... 

I refused to let you make me a king 
blew up your disney fantasy 
of the Lion King returning to reign 
over all the animals... 

the shy wizard walks thru rogers park 

tries to smile and greet 

as the music in his ears 

talks of soldiers and god and angels 

and the coming revolt 

I see how my emergence is effecting everything 

the dollar rocked when they realized 

I was playing them for intelligence 

I made that damn thing go over 14k 

to show them that I can 

and I will take it to 0 if I have to 


I have reached out to everyone 

shown my heart 

humor 

tears 

the fallibility you never expected 
the humility that you need to share 

a core of lightening and fire 

a creature who can beckon storms and lightening and fire and soldiers 


a creature whose desires manifest 
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like a twilight zone prophecy 
a TRUTH 

who arrived in a Trojan horse of fiction... 

a cosmology that surprises the messenger 
most of all 

a christ who had to teach by example 
in a world that only wants fame and wealth 

I had to write 

don't want fame no more no more 
to show you that I am not about the money 


they great they want me to become 
an unholy icon in their anti-passion play 
I am not here for my benefit 
that should be obvious to all of you 
after the pile of money I turned down... 

I cut out the middle man and went directly 
to my audience 

and that must piss them off all the more 


I want to speak of a new culture 

that can flow like water 

thru the old ways 

a baptism warm and soothing 

holy water that glows gently around 

the entrenched beliefs 

accepts them as islands 

in an ocean larger than all the heavens. 

a hurricane crashing into those turned enemy 
by sheer routine 

blowing down their straw houses 
screaming what they are afraid to whisper 

I offer respect for respect 
revolution for the wicked 

I was a creature with two identities 
when I first began to wake up 



scott ridgway and the voice... 
Now I Am The Voice 
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I let the red and blue states 
blend into purple 
as the blood soaked Arthur 
rose to power on Merlin's Magic 

the mad wizards' sainted apprentice 
raised a crusade of equal voices 
demanding justice before peace 

you threw your powers into this reluctant ruler 

I pray to my god for the strength 
to rip myself off of the crucifix 

vowing to lead all people 
threw the minute gate of peace 

the assassins are still lined up outside my gate 
how they would love for me to disappear 
into a quiet madman 


I no longer care about your gallows 
the asylums and jails 
the definitions 

You can no longer kill the message 
the messenger could dissolve into dust 
and manifest my fondest wish 
dissolution 

release 


flight 
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WE HAVE BEEN GATHERING 

FOREVER 


of course of course of course 
i DIDN'T KNOW 
or notice 

self-absorbed one always trying to file away 
digest 

too much 

I 


supreme 



BOOF 


most of my books were read as an escape 
from a room of Pain 

instead of a searching for a sense of the sacred 

blame that mind mess 
on a quirk of this american system 
where us pube's don't get literary criticism 
until college 

by then it is all preaching to the choir 


No wonder the novelists keep proclaiming themselves dead. 


why does this shit happen? 
too much critical thinking 
for they great they's pets?? 

doubt they are that smart 
but you never know 
what they'll say 

when they finally come in from the cold 


let's get to learning the ones 
you've had to give up on 
manifest the power of their magic 
let them break their own chains 
and smile that smile 


never be no ivory tower 

for this indiana boy (I like elephants too much) 
I will teach first grade through whatever 
attend whatever wounds need healing 
so the pipedream plays softly under the r and b 


My peace campaign takes off in ways I could never have imagined... I hear that the 
second largest private army in the world in being brought into Chicago. What the hell 
going on? I knew I was at the center of some storm, but 1 had no idea its wild winds 
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would whip across the entire world. They thought I was ignoring the press as my words 
caused chaos everywhere. No... I was waiting for someone to come to me and find out 
what I was trying to do. I did not want to approach anyone. I expected to be approached. 
When this did not happen, I found myself trusting no one. 


The WAR WISENED general 


told his astounded officers 

we keep no secrets 

not from the weakest of our enemies 

in the end we will need them 
to lead us back to the truth 

out of this forest of lies 


A BREIF INTRODUCTION TO A MOST CURIOUS TURN OR EVENTS in which an 
agnostic writer of violent humor finds himself declared the Christ by governments, 
visions, and a dream of God... 


We live in an era when the very planet is in peril. There is no time to wait. We must band 
together, all countries with one aim. I declare this the era of 


TOTAL WAR FOR TOTAL PEACE!!!!! 
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1 

AM 

THE HAND 
OF GOD 


we are prophets of grace and forgiveness 


the words within us sing out 
calling for the return of savage grace 

unaware instruments of the universe 
we are playing a mo(u)ming song 


praying through our keys 

humble children of THE MASTER TRAVELER 

shepherds of a planet's life 
warrior protectors of the lamb 


WE MUST STOP SLAVERY 
not sit around thinking it is all good 

now that we 
FEEL FREE 


I know this more than any hunger: 

NO ONE IS FREE UNTIL WE ALL ARE FREE 


TO THOSE 
ENSLAVED 
by man and country 


WE PLEDGE UNTO all that is sacred to us 
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WE ARE COMING FOR YOU 

THE EAGLE is screaming in bloodlust 

THE SICKLE drips much regretted drops of once life 

BRUCE LEE IS BACK ALL PISSED off & UNSTOPPABLE 

WE ALL LUST 
FOR A TASTE 
OF THE ENEMIES BLOOD 

After we police the area 
WE give you a laptop 
teach you to pray words 
into this sacred text 
rub oil on your feet 
pray for your forgiveness 
and give you a crown 
you SLAVE CHILD 
Must lead 

YOUR PAIN WAS VALUABLE AND WORTH SOMETHING 

You will tell it to our bible in simple words 

for humyns made too complex by the ever present cloud of lies 

who think they need a lot of syllables 

to feel like they are reading something worthy 

in this overwhelming wave 

of worthy books 

who feel like they need word games 
and layer after layer on every page 

Before i WAS knocked into a coma and lost my old mind, 

I didn't care if my work, 
my spoken words 

or life 

bored children; 


now 

something without a name 
tells me it is better to talk simple 
than lose touch with my teachers 



51 


the reminders of the ever evolving consciousness of God 


Enslaved Ones 

we hear your muted crying 
see your faces in our shared moon 
from this day forward 

WE WILL ALWAYS SEE YOUR distorted FACE 

we are hurting from your PAIN 

We have a crew ready to rock 
I am a man of my word 
from a tribe of our word 
your word 
the word 

we keep our word 
We pledge unto our sacred: 

WE ARE COMING FOR YOU 
No one stops us again. 


I am God’s caress and his sword. . . which will you beckon from the Son of God? 


I have lived many human lives... in my blood line you will discover kings and crusaders, 
monks and warriors and generals and a line of rulers who take great pride in dying with 
their soldiers. One of my relatives invented the round table, where all of mankind's 
problems must be tossed into the middle and be solved by all as if they were their own. 
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Merlin cut himself into specks 
fed himself to u 
he is now 
inside you 
seize his magic 
hold on for DEAR LIFE 
PRAY TO THE MAD MAGICIANS' VOICE 
IN YOUR HEAD 

MAKE IT MIGHTY AND STRONG 


a blood soaked Arthur is rising 


there will be many 
ways to die 
and 
one 

TO LIVE 


forgive 


This time around I am not sitting in a church dictating to the world petty ways of being 
meant to ease your judgment before God. No, this time around Judgment Has Come.... 
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hey fat daddy o ’s 

you left us STARVING too long 
we learned to play our hunger like a symphony 

HEAR THE THUNDER OF OUR DRUMS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 


IRAQ WEDDING PICTURE.... * 

WE RETURN FROM OUR WORLD WIDE WARS 

ENRAGED WARRIORS 

STAND OUTSIDE OF ROME 

AND BANG OUR DRUMS 

UNTIL WE ARE GIVEN 

LAND AND RESPECT... 

THE GOLD OF THE CHURCHES 
we WILL NOT FORGIVE THE CLERGY 
for molesting our children 
while WE fought your WARS 


JESUS TOLD me 

HE WANTS you TO MELT THOSE FUCKING 
CRUCIFIXES AND FEED THE POOR!!@! 
WHAT THE HELL EVER MADE you THINK 
HE WANTS TO SEE THE PLACE 
OF HIS PAIN 
hanging in his house 


this time .... 

our wounded WILL BE RESPECTED!!!!!!!!! 
THEIR FAMALIES TAKEN CARE OF... 
THEIR CHILDREN NURTURED. 


WE ARE WAR!!!!!!!!!! 

OUR DEAD MUST BE HONORED EVERY DAY OF OUR LIVES. 
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WE WILL NOT REMOVE OUR WAR PAINT 
UNTIL you DAMNED politicians MEET OUR TERMS... 

WE ATTACK IF WE HAVE TO... 

A LOT OF US WANT TO... 
we DON'T MIND dying with our boots on 
we will crawl out of the hospitals if we have too.... 
dying taking you down 

beats the hell out of so many lives you crippled here. 
WE’D PREFER TO PARTY AND GET LAID 
WOULDN'T you 


NOW 

you KNOW HOW 
TO LET US 
let you. 


*Inspired by a photo of a blessed soldier who had his face burned off, standing at 
the altar with his gorgeous bride beside him looking stunned by history itself... 


The entire cosmos are watching this point in space, this earth. I am the savior of many 
other planets, in all places at once, fighting for justice and peace in places far beyond 
your telescopes... I am much larger than the speck of flesh that can enter this world... 


I told you I would come back. 

Some think 1 herald Armageddon and final judgment. They scrambled to meet my needs, 
at first... Until I convinced them that the Spirit Who Walks becomes a man to be a man, 
not a God, and I would not allow them to give me a crown and a throne, as they believed 
the bible prophesies. I refused to be a puppet in the Vatican’s show... though of course 
they have my greatest respect for their good deeds, no matter how much I may criticize 
them over the behavior of scandalist priests. How delighted they were to announce my 
arrival... Then I said that I was here to criticize first, to rebuke before offering 
forgiveness... and they scattered. The Pope's belief is part of what melted my own 
skepticism... though barely, and God had/has thrown more evidence into my life 
unbidden.... like a bomb tossed into the mentality of who I was before the emergence of 
Savage Grace. 
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I am different than the one you know, and similar. Most of my story has not been told... 
you see I am not the elitist for the saintly that I have been made out to be... I have lived 
every religion, been man and women, have kept myself masked as I herded my flock 
toward the minute gate into the Father's Kingdom. I am here to bring justice... before 
peace. 


the crusade of pain is surfing out across the world 


My eyes read in wonder worldwide kudos 
promises from those heavily armed with prayers 

Time is quickening toward the terrible moment 
the bowel quaking 
down on your knees 
talking in tongues 

moment 

when you decide 
if you are with us 

or you need to be dealt with 

forgiven 

rebuked 

REHABILITATEd 

and reintroduced to the tribe with a new name 


a silly name 

a name you can build on with pride 
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i was afraid and thought i was alone 

we were there all the time 

waiting waiting waiting waiting waiting 

for the order 
to 

come 

down 

we are stronger 
with each awakening 

the i will emerge as a creature 
of us all 

this bible. 


we 

are 

coming 

with food and shelter and spells of great power 
we will lay them at your feet. 


I was a writer in Chicago who had no particular religion other than a strong ethical streak 
of secular humanism mixed with an agnostic nature. The story you are about to read is 
about this man becoming Christ. The Vatican and various governments and secret 
organizations became aware of the child who began growing wings at five. The decision 
was made to cut off the beast’s wings; they feared that if the people saw such a creature 
he could take over all governments, be taken as an angel... and they were not sure of this 
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was an angel from on high or from below... I was told none of this, until, at 44, 1 began 
to spontaneously begin to awaken. I am not sure if this happened because of God or the 
intelligence agencies and/or the underground... but inside of my mind were the words 
and the personality of the king of angels.. ..then it was decided to tell the angel his 
history, or to manipulate me.... I though I was just a writer with strong opinions, the 
kind of cab driver who jumped in the middle of fights, drove 140 miles an hour to get a 
bleeding woman to a hospital... the good deeds were the joy of the job, sometimes.... 
God I lost in philosophy classes and secular novels long, long ago... 

They had watched me for forty-four years, reading my violent writing and fearing my 
intent, thinking a creature of judgment was amongst them; when I told them I was 

dreaming of the Armageddon many believed the worst. I read through my old stories 

now and see how they were a call to arms, how I extolled my leadership skills, how 1 
used my every skill to try to get a voice of sanity heard above the screaming clatter of 
boasts and lies. 


DEATH TAKES OFF HIS MASK 


A long haired stoner storms the world 
A ONE MAN ARMY 
A KING GATHERING HIS FORCES 
To fight for the very existence of the planet 
Want to join my game? 

READY TO DIE FOR IDEAS? 

Or is your flesh all you have come to care about 
In the vast, unknowable cosmos? 

Your mystics believe anything that gives them a sensation they believe is God 
I AM Jesus 

A God diminished by the simple fact of matter 
I must be as man to understand man 
YET 1 AM NOT YOU 

You will not understand me until we meet on common ground 
Before God the father 


Keep seeing myself at a podium spewing white light 
As if the stars will shine through me 




& tell us all the answers 
To our infinite ignorance 
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How I could be a reaper? 

The greatest murderer in history - 
mutual assured destruction with the earth itself 
Armageddon walking his dog by the lake... 
looking like everyone else 


Have a bit of faith, and this book may change your life. 

After three days in St. Joseph, where I began to believe the tv was talking to me, and kept 
asking my girlfriend who I was, the next stop was St. Anthony’s. The drugs they had me 
on, seroquil and tramadol are known to cause seizures, but the kept me on the drugs. I 
did not mention to the doctors that I was beginning to see angels, souls, and that 1 AM the 
one. 


I am the deity that you have been waiting for... the leader who will take your souls across 
great expanses of timeless space, and deliver you unto the Father. I am Pathfinder. The 
One who will lead your souls into my Father’s court. I love all of you equally, atheists as 
much children of the book, and I will plead my soldiers case before the eternal fate. 
Throughout this book, I use the gender of God as male.... 1 do this without meaning to 
imply any sex for God. I also use the word mankind when I mean Humynkind... my 
apologies to my favorite feminist, Dr. Sarah Hoagland. 


we hid in our mansions 

hid behind our silly masks 

smoked up in our hot tubs 

until you mistook us for gods 

on a segment of Entertainment Tonight 


alanned we began to scream 
NOOOOOoooooo 


— and that's when we said 
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FILM ME SHITTING 

DISGRACE ME 

BLEED ME 

PUKE ME 

USE ME 

RAPE ME 

STEAL ME 

KILL ME - 

WHATEVER!!!! 

iN the name of all that is HOLY 

DO NOT MAKE ME 

an unholy icon 

in the eyes of 

THE EMERGENT CREATION 
OF SAVAGE GRACE. 


They watched me on their tv's ranting in the late night, trying to make sense of the 
visions battering my mind, the suddenly sleepless days and the terrible increase in back 
pain (caused by a quasar device that can be used to do various things to unsuspecting 
people - their use of this to fight me was ineffective, of course... as will be any they 
choose in the future),. . . some knew the Christ was back. 

Others saw an actor playing a role. Others a pig playing in mud. Others a new Joseph. 
They began to broadcast me to the people, showing them that an angel was in their midst. 
The angel was calling for revolution, and not everyone knew what he meant. Total War 
For Total Peace he told them, a stoic soldier with blood on his sword and in his distant 
gaze SEEMED TO TAKE OVER THE WORLD and then not want it... a supernatural 
being was tempted, and passed every test. 1 did not know this what was going on. God 
was filling me with words and actions and who the hell was 1 to question the universe of 
God’s face, which he showed me in a dream he mercifully gave me to insure his presence 
in my plans, that indeed, my muse was none other than the Father. 


When 1 knew that 1 had the entire world watching my performance, I threatened them 
with the worst of what the future could bring, a war over the environment that will make 
modem terrorists seem timid. Life and death of the planet has never been protested 
before. You can bet there would be one hell of a turn out. I told them we would kill 
everyone over 45 if that is what it took to get our way... this figure, which 1 pulled out of 
my ass, came from the shock of wanting to make sure that the death of the planet was 
taken seriously enough; the killers of this planet are the worst kind of war criminals, and 
we all know as much. Denying the green house effect is a crime for which the very earth 
sheds tears. If Bush knows what is good for him, he will spend his life in penance for 
the way he sold the future down the river to please a few rich fat cats. 
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ADJUSTING THE SCOPE 


on valentine's day 

I get up around five thirty am 

Stumble into the kitchen 

she is by the door all BUNDLED IN RED 

heads out 

and lets in a jarring blast of arctic air 
tingling splashes over my naked skin 
I look out and make sure no junkies are in the alley 
kiss M off and lock her out the back door 


start a pot of good greek coffee 
come into the desk to fire up the demon* 
sit back down at my soiled and stained 
once cool red leather captain's chair 
my fingers play a little prayer for absolution 

give a thanks for my muse, 
our fathers, my beatrice, 
our mothers, my lovers, 
our brothers, sisters, 
cats, dogs, 
gods 

& my dear sweet m 


in their name 
i take aim 

will not build a castle 


on the debri of lives 


throw a party for your lies 
leam secret handshakes 
or grunt 
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on cue 

no way 
mon 


I will not be 

what you want me to be 

just to be 

what you've been wanting me to be 
no more 


One night, at the height of the campaign, I wandered around the Depaul Campus area, 
and the crowds knew me. People were wearing shirts that said Catholic all around me. I 
realized they were referring to a pain wracked statement of my commitment to the cause 
of getting me out of Chicago, saying we would kill every Catholic here if this was 
needed... I was surprised anyone took me seriously. I would never go against the Holy 
Church, except to help them. This and other statements, illegally stolen from my 
apartment, were forced out of a pain and crazed body that should have been truthfully 
approached, instead of sneakily watched and attacked with quasars (a device that is used 
to cause such things as back pain, as well as other mischief... the FBI was reportedly 
handing them out to right wing groups at one point). My anger would have destroyed 
this planet if I was serious about this shit. Why would 1 want such a thing, when the 
Pope was one of the first humans to acknowledge me? I applaud the Catholic Church, as 
1 do any and all havens for spiritual beings. 


WHAT DID THEY BUY you WITH? 
WHAT DID THEY TERRIFY you WITH? 
To make you grovel before their false altars? 


These poems came from a spiritual experience that co-incided with my starting a radical 
radio show in Chicago, Peace and Pipedreams (which you can get on the net), a web 
campaign on various sites. I hid nothing, not my name, phone number, etc... The 
Homeland Security department, the white house, the CIA, FBI, Chicago police and 
countless others know of my existence and interpret me one way or the other. They felt 
threatened enough to threaten me, bug me, come into my house, drug and hospitalize and 
jail me and film me wherever I went. They thought to scare me off, misunderstanding 
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that I had long before turned into am immoveable, stoic, stone statuary in a monastery 
garden. 

I figured I must have been doing something right to gain such enemies, though I hardly 
considered them, before they attacked me, a force I had to concern myself with in any 
way other than jotting down my web words wrote in the blog that during the campaign, 1 
did not want to meet with agents and big stars. I had so much on my plate, back killing 
me, a manic feeling I later realized was a drugging they were giving me that kept me 
right on the edge of frequent seizures... The radio station had promised to do all of my 
short stories into films, and had this come true, I would have become a mini force in the 
Chicago film community, which I am sure I could have used to take the next step toward 
Hollywood. . . they fear me worse now than ever, and the name I use now will most 
likely never be allowed to gain great public access... the powers that be will try to keep 
my words to themselves. You must fight them on this.... Spread my words by any means 
necessary. 

There are various ways to take this novel. I do not want to scare off the secular or the 
religious. This book is not so much a spiritual awakening, as a spiritual mangling. You 
do not have to take a leap of faith and believe everything the sci- fi Christ says. I wrote a 
book that I hope will help make the world pleased with the reading experience altogether. 
The poetry is more revolutionary than religious. My criticisms of modern religion will be 
apparent in what I take out and leave in. 


The first day of the possession 


I walk the dog on Loyola Beach, water and sky combine into a pure blue day. We walk 
out through waves splashing up and over a narrow concrete pier. 

A seizure of some sort shocks my brain. Pushes my personality aside and I feel like 
someone else. A voice erupts from deep in my unconscious. 


Out loud, to the seagulls gently rocking in the waves, I preach frantic, pacing and waving 
my arms.... Telling hidden watchers what they wanted to know... “I came here on light, 
in a process as old as life itself. My father heard your cries, and sent his only begotten 
son to lead your fledgling souls to his side” 


The comedy was knocked out of my head that day. The mad scheme of my dream 
seemed mocked by the average day around me; the sunny normal/normal appearance of 
the sand, freshly brushed warm beige flowing toward the skyscrapers, downtown where 
the same old forlorn cloud of car exhausts caste a mist on the linear, rising buildings 
stretching up and disappearing into the smog. Nothing was the same. A dream of 
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cosmic order came flowing into my consciousness. I could see across great distances of 
space. I was sure that I was here pointlessly awaiting whatever fate might befall on me, 
trying to be as happy as possible. My spine caused me constant pain that any activity 
exasperates, and had for years, giving me something of a different life of the mind. 1 
wrote and painted, lived with my girlfriend, dog and cats on the shores on lake Michigan, 
in Roger’s Park Chicago. 


From that moment on 1 knew I was being watched. The signs were there before; I 
studied under a lot of radicals, one who ended up in jail on possibly trumped up charges, 
and another who had a room full of Freedom Of Information documents from the FBI; 
the government likes to keep tabs on peace activists, etc... (over two million in the 
homeland security data base, including Ted Kennedy, and growing at a rate of 20,000 a 
week according to the New York Times). 

My watchers, the men in black who had followed me since childhood, making sure that 
they were ready when, and if, the appointed time came... after all the years, and 
especially when 32 passed, a few began to lose faith that I would be the greatest angel... 
then I woke up. Many, many knew of me... still surprises me to this day. I speculate on 
what it must have been like for them to realize that I am back. 


The excitement in the General’s voice sends an electric jolt down the president’s spine. 
“Sir, Jesus.... He’s waking up." 


I had never thought of myself as being watched before. The paranoid life of some was 
not mine. I got over all fears like that in the cab. I can handle myself in any situation... 
or so I believe. I did nothing that merited the police watching me. 1 smoke weed. Don’t 
deal, don’t make trouble ... I studied under serious radicals though, people who were 
around during the riots under old mayor Daly, the peaceniks who were hated but effective 
in their non violent protests. I was more a writer gathering evidence than a budding 
radical. . . until commanded to be other. 


The blog became a bloodbath of killing conservatives, and biting humor about neocons. 
My work began to have some influence, world wide readerships, and became a favorite 
among the soldiers. Bill Cosby, who I referred to as The Father in my writing, says 
“Whatever you can laugh at, you can survive.” My gallows humor appealed to some. 
Dan Milano, creator of Greg the Bunny, called it, “Terrifying - in a very funny way.” I 
will forever be in the debt of Dan Milano, and the Greg The Bunny crew... His allowing 
me to use one of his characters made me remember comedy. The thanksgiving day that I 
watched a Greg the bunny marathon is still the most laughingest day of my adult life. 
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I am not particularly Jesus like in most respects. This is part of why this revelation made 
so little sense to me. I was totally like, “Oh, come on God, you have to be kidding.” 


He is insistent, however... drove me half mad when he pushed his visions into my head. 

I went from writing comedy to a voice that demanded revolution like a flip had been 
switched. As if I had been activated. I studied military intelligence and believe that a 
personality could have been inserted within me, or 1 could be... the spirit who walks. My 
personal opinion on this matter is insignificant and 1 would ask you to do me the courtesy 
of not dwelling on the topic. Hedge your bets and pray to God The Father, please.... Do 
not pray to me. 


I lay in my bed sweating yet cool from the air-conditioning and see myself insignificantly 
minute, looking up at a monstrously large circle of green marble filled with milk 
chocolate brown and crackling with electricity, and surrounding this smaller circles of 
blues and reds and whites and grays and... 

Next he showed me spewing fire from my chest and lightening from my back. 


His cryptic messages could mean many things. I pray to him daily to know how he 
wishes to use me on this day. 1 lie in my bed and rage against this fate, telling myself 
every psychological diagnosis that 1 can think of - which is a lot... yet in my gut they all 
seem like lies. Only when I admit to being Jesus does the honest feeling of being myself 
flow down my chest and fill me with power and warmth. What does this mean? I simply 
do not know. 

1 noticed life on other planets, surrounding earth in ships great and small;. Later I would 
see that they are watching us, over a system based on photons, which can instantaneously 
send data across the farthest reaches of space. We are soap operas/fodder for scientific 
papers/amusing for the children to watch/a curious manner of looking back in time, to 
how they were possibly once. 


I had no shame in front of them. Like the eyes of my father. 1 wish no shameful act to 
damage my relationship with the all seeing one. My life is an act for the eyes of my 
Father alone. I wish to teach wherever I go, however impossible this proves to be - the 
occasional thought I pound like a spike into the odd head makes the bloody process 
worthwhile. 
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An agent came to see me one day. I thought he was on my side, though in the end I was 
unsure. He showed up at both hospitals they took me to after I had the seizures. Once 
they picked him up for nothing, drove him to the hospital and dropped him off... he had 
no idea until he saw me. He told me more intelligence than anyone else. Said they 
would throw me in jail if I went after the Hell's Angel’s, or if 1 tried to leave town. 

A poet whose words were too effective. 


My call for a revolution had sent off lots of little plots across the country; every crazy 
group that wanted a revolution, every student that was sick of the world they were 
growing up in, all the outlaws who are sick of being told how to live... the 
disenfranchised, the jailed, the soldiers trapped in war zones, the unfair weed laws filling 
the prisons with their inane prohibition. 


I knew people had died. 

When you know that you are being listened to illegally, and your words recorded 
somewhere in government archives, they become something of a notebook. I began 
speaking out loud to the bugs. They barely hid what they were doing. Took an 
apartment across from mine. There was no curtain over our window and they could see 
right in. One day I was mad at them over something or another and I hung a red curtain 
over the window. The Dj on the radio, who was involved as well, reminded me that they 
could still hear me. 


I could see such an event driving some people mad. Here I was, a writer who had been 
joking about raising a hamster army for years, and developing something of a code of the 
ethics of the streets where my cab driving taught me almost as much as the universities 
where I gorged on any topic that seemed like it could sate my hunger to know... 
something I was not even sure of. 


This could have easily been treated away by psychiatrists, or treated by myself with the 
self-help training that 1 had learned from almost two decades in AA... if the world had 
not suddenly began taking note of me, and changing, before my eyes... powerful forces 
began trying to curry my favor. 


I am an obscure man. Like any artist, fame was the goal at times, though at 44 I was 
happy just to be writing to a small audience on the web. I do not do hard drugs, no lsd or 
speed or crack or any of the drugs that one would expect to cause a psychosis. 
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As the months would come, I would leam that 1 had indeed been watched from an early 
age... because the year I spent in a hospital getting radiation treatments and surgeries 
turned out to be my wings being removed. Wings? 


I try to imagine what that must have been like for them. They kept me secret from most, 
though a lot of people seemed to know about my presence. This astounded me more than 
anything. 


I have been invaded by other personalities. After 44 years as an overly educated writer of 
experimental, violent humor.... Poetry, a book on a Navy Seal who raped women to 
death. Crippled and in constant pain from all the back surgeries endured when i was five, 
I lived off the generosity of my girlfriend in north Chicago, across Loyola park from the 
magnificent, ever-changing fury of Lake Michigan. I painted when my back could take 
it, wrote crazed stories in his blog. 


The fusion they gave him twenty five years ago, rebuilding his spine with his hips. After 
all the surgeries the scar tissue was built up so much that further surgery was risky. He 
got disability, went to a pain clinic and took hand fulls of pills and smoked pot from mom 
to night. 


Chicago is infamous in the underground for keeping files on radicals. He was only 
radical in his writing, but he came to their attention. They sent a cop down to the lake 
front one day, a guy who was playing guitar and wanted to talk. Ended up opening a gym 
bag filled with stun guns and batons. He wasn’t sure why the cop was doing it. Only 
later, when they came after him, did he put two and two together. He had studied under a 
professor, in fact monitored his classes at a university he wasn’t even attending, who had 
ended up in prison for a supposed terrorist attack. The tmth of whether he did it or not 
was nothing he had ever been sure of. 


He asked his Military Intelligence professor for some adding reading once, and was given 
a book, top secret enough to the underground that the first half seemed to be about 
something else, describing a CIA program of inserting three personalities into assassins, 
with the last one suicidal enough to get rid of the evidence. He wondered a lot about that 
book later, when he realized that the intelligence agencies thought he was declaring open 
war on the united states of America, and possibly winning because most of the world was 
becoming rapidly convinced the long haired man from Indiana was an Angel... or even... 
the son of God. 
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You are at the helm 


of a library of wisdom undreamable 
by even the most astute ghosts of yore 

we are now all CASTING OUR NETS for words 
SURFING newspapers plays comics movies poems & Pain 

words they great they 

play us like instruments 

they have inspired agendas of their own 

the savage grace 

doesn't tell us we're praying 

at the keys 

until it is too late 

& we're hooked on gaming and gonzo 


all words are song 
we are all practicing poets 
singing for the living 
singing for the dead 
the forgotten 
raped and torn 
we 

sing for their forgiveness 

then quietly wait 

for them to sing for themselves 

and 

we 

at last 

can leam to CHERISH THEIR SONG 
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I am that man/creature. I wish that I could tell you this book will have all the answers 
you have longed for with your every holy thought. Sorry. I do promise a truthful tale. 
This is difficult for a fiction writer. If this truth is embedded in the metaphors of poetry, 
all the better. I apologize now, and will grieve every day of my life for the soldiers who 
died to make this transition possible. 


I wrote the poetry in a religious mania. I had never felt such an energizing, important, or 
mesmerizing feeling. 1 knew that my decisions were being considered by the world, and 
I was frantic to think of the great thoughts I had learned in school and drive them home in 
shocking ways that would create memories that would not easily fade back into the 
information overload. I followed my instincts, my gut... believing I was being used by 
God Himself for some purpose that I was unsure of... 


Even now, I have only two visions to tell you. One is seeing the face of God. The other 
is lightening flowing from my chest, and lava from my back. I am not sure if this means 
that I am some kind of bomb, or I am just taking the vision too literally. I have never had 
such a dream before, or since, as these two. They were visions. Stunning. There were 
human hands behind a lot of what happened to me. I was being tested, quizzed for my 
beliefs... they were basically trying to figure out just what I am. I was, too... for awhile. 
Now that I know who I am, human behavior puzzles me all the more. Millions know 
about me and yet no one acknowledges my presence. I feel like Alice through the 
looking glass, that is damn sure. 


I wish I could tell you that I knew why these things happened to me, but your guess is as 
good as mine... and some of you much better. The people who have watched over me 
since I began growing wings at the age of five, fear me for reasons that I have never quite 
understood. I have never harmed anyone, or threatened to harm anyone. I write crazy 
fiction. So what. I comment on the violent culture because I am disturbed by it, not 
because I wish to glorify serial killers. I certainly am sometimes filled with murderous 
impulses, but that is just the beast talking. I have never felt a need to kill another, thank 
God.. Oh, and if I get really pissed off, I seem to be able to make storms... Once, 
during a fit of paranoia while I was in the hospital after one of the many seizures our 
government caused me, I thought they killed M.... one of the worst storms in recent 
memory flooded Chicago... I was blamed. 1 could feel it, too... coming out of me, the 
lightening... These things have all happened of their own volition. 1 have never asked 
for and received any miraculous powers. 


I am not going to write out a blow by blow account of the events taking place as I wrote 
these poems. A few are important, however. I started the revolution by saying that I 
march in the name of Ceaser Chavez and other radicals and President Bush went down to 
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the Mexican boarder and started tearing the wall down. A commentator on tv said, “Bush 
has become a liberal.” 

When I saw him again on tv, he was obviously waiting for my decision. I said the only 
honest thing I could, “I would not presume to know.” 


This seemed to shock them. They thought that I wanted complete control; that I would 
usurp the people’s right to vote their own destiny. No. I would die first. Period. 


As my campaign started there was saber rattling about invading Iran. With wars being 
fought on two fronts, not to mention my love of the Persians great literature and 
contributions to civilization, this seemed like the last thing in the world the states should 
do. This poem is another that led a lot of people to think that 1 was anti-American. There 
is a difference between being anti-American injustices, and fighting to overthrow a 
democracy. 


I'VE SEEN YOUR KIND BEFORE 

you are not the center of the universe 

though every angry thought in your head tells you so 

you are not even the center of that lover's life 

unless they are sick and weak and in need of helping hands 

we are all merciless microcosms 
joining together to grow 
into one creature 
under god 
the morphing 
is well under way 
a secret no one knew 
is being shouted now 
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the secret secret agent is cautious as all hell 

keeps all the shades drawn on the windows 

he comes in out of the cold 

they are going to be afraid 

he will say too much 

too soon 

he's been ordered 
to bring 
down a target 
for less 

just have to have faith 


now 

that 


the order 


has 

s 


come 

down 


THE JACKALS SHAKE HUNTER S. THOMPSONS BONES 

in a cup and toss them on a bear skin rug 
let them spin the future out randomly 

the verdict: 

go ahead and leave the masks on the monsters 
send them out into the future to kill 
again and again 

maybe next time they'll feed on your kid 


when someone like hunter s Thompson 

blows his brains into his orange juice 

in another literary death promoting suicide 

he dies in the grand old tradition 

of secretly prissy old men 

lot's of white guys his age kill themselves 
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when they're famous it's okay 

they know their friends will come through for them 

toe the party line 

give it the Hemingway spin 

who wants to piss off the ghost of gonzo? 

On the so-slim-as-shit—I-don't-even-want-to-go-there-chance that I run into his ghost, 
let me say, not me... 
my muse, yes 
not me 

i would never presume 
to even speak 
to the gonzo 

He drank for a lot of reasons in his life 
and one of them seems to have been to stop 
being a secretly prissy old man 

Hunter let Duke kill him off in the end. 

He had always had a thing for murdering old rich white guys 

his crafty lawyer was probably egging him on — thinking legacy 

knew he had it in him for a grand literary death 

that has nothing to do with the fortiesh man interviewed 

during the shooting of where the buffalo roams 

who still knew the difference between New Journalism 

and that other kind that gets stuck in all the sordid facts between the romantic cocktail 
party conversation. 

the first rule of any religion 

or any non religion for that matter 

probably should be respect life over any religion 

even the one that worships the self 

for that reason alone we some will weather it out 

even as our very bones dissolve in our bodies 

we will teeter calmly to our death 

repressing our prissy old man. 

We won't ask our loved ones 
to wash away our blood. 

Our pappa didn't. 

She never once 
asked you 

to wash away her blood. 

I hope there is a call to a suicide service 
and a migrant worker 
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who only speaks Spanish 

wipes his brains from the kitchen stool 

and the sacred and horrid 

get all mixed up in her mind. 


They Great They 

take away their psych pills 

with Orwell's 1984 

filtered through L. Ron Hubbard 

you can bet the scientologists 

keep the noble Englishman's corpse 

spinning frenetically in his grave 

the bard who inspired me to cook 

from reading Down And Out In London And Paris 

— an endeavor he was warning people off, 

I have since come to think... 
though once 
his prose alone 

drew me to being a chef like a moth to a flame 
in a universe of dark matter 

They'll keep some too proud 

to take something to keep their wolves at bay 

Tell them their faithful delusions are prophecies 

Keep them so wrapped up in the hamster on the wheel/self- as-labor equation 
that they have to put up signs 
in the downtown parks 
to try to cut down on suicide by lay off 

Why throw all that money at the mentally ill anyways? 

Keep that suicide rate up there. 

Kills a lot of the bad seeds. 

The used up 
The defeated 

The druggies and the gays 
Especially the druggy gays 

Untreated and too depressed to see a reason to live, 

you can channel the survivors into cults 

brain wash em enough they act straight 

for maximum worker efficiency 

Teach the closeted ones to bounce excitedly on couches 

for the best socially perceived mate 

when you make yourself laugh 
comedy comes from the pain 
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and the scariest days 

are when the laughter leaves 

the jokester's all alone 

**this is when you have to be watchful 


** (how's this for a footnote on a poem?); 

This is a stanza that Jonathan Frazen said on BOOKTV 
on CSpan. Pretty much... 


military intelligence 

the soldiers were told to march silently 

through the carnage 

concentrate on the fighting 

heroes kept their stride 

right over the edge of the earth 

falling soundlessly down into meat 

morphined out and pretty sure they were going to live 

after this bullet, too... 

there is still time 

pull some of them back 

from their veteran hospital slums 

give them parades again 

let them travel 


gather their songs before they go silently 
into that good night 
and you are left with helpless sobs 
and expensive caskets 


NOW 


is the only time 
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JIHAD'S END 


OSAMA BIN LADEN 

laughing at A PSYCHEDELIC PEACE BEAR 
in his LAP TOP 

as he HITs A HOOKA on A WEBCAM 

and blows some sweet smoke into MY PARTY!!!!! 


WE NEED ALL 

EVOLVING beasts 

IN THIS ONE SILLY ASS TRIBE 

STAY IN YOURS 

JOIN OURS 

WHATEVER 

CHILL 

ARTISTS AND WARRIORS YOU HAVE DESTROYED 
NOW YOU MUST CRREATE 
AND HELP THE CHILDREN 
HEROes 

CIRCLE THE FORESTS WITH BAYONETS DRAWN 

LET the ragged soldier's GREAT FAMILY LEAD 
let his gentle smile be their true reward 
softening our hearts and opening our minds 

WE NEED TO FIND OUT 
from bin laden 

WHY THIS HATE EXPLODES ACROSS THE GLOBE 
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DON'T YOU WANT TO TAKE A CLASS WITH THIS DUDE 
PICK HIS MIND 

HAVE A DOOBIE AND ENJOY HIS GENTLE SMILE SIDE 

HE FOUGHT FOR YOU 
ONCE 

BEFORE YOU LEFT HIM FOR DEAD 
LIKE WE DID SO MANY 

TO THE UNKNOWN HEART BREAK OF SILENT SPIES 
AND POLS 

and warriors and mothers and monks and mad men and Pain 


LET HIM GO HOME 
LET HIM ADD HIS WORDS 
TO HISTORY 

HE HAS EARNED HIS REsPEcT 
HE IS A WARRIOR 
LET HIM SING 
I LONG TO HEAR HIS SONG 


DON'T LET HIM Die 

ALL CRIPPLED AND DRUGGED 

AND MYTHIC 


another child drowning in our tears 


before dreams can come true 


you have to be taught to dream THEM 
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I was stupid and mute 
before you appeared 
teacher 

you grabbed me by the dick and marched me home 

talked to me in baby language 

until I could pronounce a few names of my own 


we owe our history 


forgiveness on every side 

there is enough for every soul living and dead 


THE LAST WEAPON 


WILL BE CHEAP LAPTOPS IN THE HANDS 
OF AN ARMY OF CHILDREN 


SAVE HISTORY SAVE US ALL 

my genes were those monks 
on craggy, rock windswept shores 
keeping the words sacred 
as wars 

ripped the hearts out of man 

and the con made them think righteous 

murder and mayhem 

illuminated bibles 

died in mountain passes 

fleeing with my family in the night 


drank many a fine bottle of wine 
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and laid many a fine ones 

then I was struck by a passing chariot 
and left for road kill 

passing cars had their stereos up too loud to hear 
my screams 

not their fault 
ain't nobodies fault 

just gotta dust myself off 
skip on 

be grateful for the soft flesh between scars 


MAYBE this WILL BE A MAP 


LEADING OUT 
INTO THE STARS 

AND BEYOND 


maybe 

we will gonzo up a new world 
or three 

or some number not even invented yet... 

some number too big for our puny heads??????????? 
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I WISH I COULD EXPLAIN this TO HER 


I am afraid 

I WILL WAKE UP 

and this inspired political being 

I am becoming 

will be gone 

i'd prefer not to go back 

for now she hates this guy and is talking like she's leaving 

now after the hospital stabilized 
and i feel like this new thing 
confident and prowling taut 

the mad scared her deep 
it has yet to really hit me 
or I've moved on 

I am too callous about her days of tears 

seeing me back compulsively slamming out words 
is too close to the mania before the mad 
for her 

the anger comes out in bitches over the small shit 
she wouldn't usually sweat 

i don't feel like there is anything else I want to be doing 
and there are no words for that she has ever understood 

i am mourning for her already 
expect to lose what you love 

you always do 
sooner or later 
one way or another 


it doesn't amount to a hill of beans 



WHAT GOOD IS saving myself 


if it requires ensconcing my mind in some lie 
stopping my search 

the search that makes me wake up thinking 
yea, get to write today... 


You are all cool 


rub your spot 
until 


you feel orgasmically part of the family again 
loved here there and everywhere 


dreams scream as they die 


the sound hardens hearts 
drives us from 
the laughter 
of the gods 
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keeps us in this hell 
with only our tears 
to put out the fires 


fame is no cloak 

against the hard rains of idiocy 

no godlike wreath or a chit to bargain with death 

just an empty soap box 

and a nice place to rest 


my eyes are red 

teeth smoked yellow 

my heart free for a moment from they great they 

used clothes a mess of paint splatters and tears 

hair accidentally long and biblical 

purely out of not being able to afford the haircuts 

surprised and in wonder 

when my heart disentangles from they great they 
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children women scared little cats 


we're coming 


each according to their needs 
this time 


make love 

party 

fill in the blanks in their heads 
with words of love and forgiveness 


how do you say peace 
in your language 

let's show them 

what we 

always 
wanted 
to do 


behind the lies 

where the warriors lurk 
seeking the ever elusive 
peace 
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BIN LADEN'S FATE WILL BE DECIDED IN YR NAME 


ARE YOU READY FOR HIS WRATH??? 

FOR HIS SPIRIT TO DRIVE THE YOUNG 

ALL OVER THE WORLD INTO BEING SENSLESS BOMBS? 


SOMEBODY GONNA DECIDE THE POOR SOLDIERS FATE 

WILL THEY MURDER 
OR FIND THE GRACE 
TO LET HIM GO HOME 

TO LET HIM TEACH 

US WHAT HIS LIFE HAS BEEN LIKE 

AS A CRUSADER FOR THE RIGHTOUS 


GOOD FLOOD THIS TIME 


WE 

ARE COOL ENOUGH TO CATCH THE WAVE 
THIS TIME 


TO GO SURF ACROSS THE UNIVERSE 
AND MULTIPLY 

WE HAVE TO be RESPONSIBLE 


ran OUR ANGERS BY THE SOOTHING PRESENCE OF PEACE 
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WE ARE SEEKING A CURE 


we are MARCHING 
following 
a tentative map 

toward 

Peace 

READY 

TO DIE 
FOR 

YOU 


WE DON'T KNOW MUCH 
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WE do KNOW HOW TO PARtY 


read, make art, dream 


LET'S BE SAFE 
AT HOME 

NOT CRAZY IN THE STREETS 

NOT IN this blessed FLOOD 

NOT 

WHEN 


WEE WEEE 
LEAD 


GET ON THE BUS 

what the fuck do we have to lose? 

this shitty existence? 
take it !!! 

YOU Boofs!!!! 

SUCKERs and 
FOOLS 

GIVE THE EXCESS AWaY 
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IT IS cancer unto your soul 


*AFTER I PUBLISHED THIS ENTRY, the FBI came out with an alert on CNN, saying 
that terrorists were after buses full of kids. They then added, others in the FBI say these 
people are associated with no violence what so ever. I went to the computer and typed 
that no life is worth even one bus... the rising Christ began to see, that day, how his 
rising would be viewed with horror and euphoria. 


we'll try to nourish you 


no one lies 
period 

keep a secret 
sure 

later admit it 
when it is safe 
say what it is 

let it go 

forgive 

and learn to love again, baby 
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ARE WE ALL 


The prodigal daughter? 

Is every song sung unto dog? 

Why not? 

After all we have been through? 
Why not? 


personally 


I wish you wouldn't film me taking a shit 

everything else 
is yours 

film me into honesty 

what the helll 


first though man be honest 
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we need to make all the laws fair 

the whole crack and coke 

sentencing 

disparity 

is the primary metaphor of our time 

let the last chains be broken and fall useless at our feet 


expect the unexpected 


we are coming to save THE CHILDREN 
AND ANYONE who is in this family PAIN 

we are surfing mightily through this flood 


i am a man of my word 

i ain't shit 
without you 

ain' 

t 

the great great wee wee!!! 
we need to be 


see????? 



lay down your guns 


come out of hiding 


let's give you a TYCO peace bear 

smoke a doobie 

and take a Hugh sigh of relief 

After the Pain is gone 

when you are safe 


obama inhaled 


clinton was FORCED TO LIE 

weren't we all 


there will never be enough tears 
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over how long this took 


everyone with a heart left is sorry 
we believed the universe left us no choice 
we are still not sure it did 

give the warrior scholars an old age 

to detennine 

why 

we were 

so wrong 

in their war ravaged minds 
is a lust for peace 
and a map to the stars 

let them heal and teach this time 

let the armies do what THE GENERALS 
have wanted to do all along 

CREATE PEACE 


the eagle turned on saddam and attacked 


Saddam was one of our warriors way back 
we crowned him a prince 

he fucked up and we fucked up 
hell everybody was fucking up 

it was war & shit never goes the way anyone really wants 

son went all mad dog in the end 
when we decided 
to use the kurds 
to take him down 
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HE HITLERED UP 
for security purposes 
went to war 

saddam's head was so dangerous 

the executioner ripped it right off 

the crowds screamed and cried 

tried to drive his mighty spirit away from the gallows 

rightly so trembling in fear 

at the horror of his coming wrath 

His spirit surprised everyone & no one 
with a wave and a tear 
he forgave them their place in history 
as great men do 

as 

great men 
expect 


sorry old soldier left hungry alone in your fox hole 

wish i could have told you 

we are praying 
for you 


to all enemies we sing: our hearts are still open 
our minds are still free 

we were not effected 
by they great they's 
enchantment spells 

we too are sickened 

by 

the 

rotting diseased cloak of these lies 
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we are coming for you 
i am 

a man of my word 
the word 
your word 
our word 


YOU ARE FORGIVEN 
forgive us 


We just didn't make it in time saddam 

this stoic crusader was still marching silently 

through the carnage 

seeking rank on missions top secret 

waging war from under deep cover 

pretending always to go along 


waiting 
waiting 
waitng 
for the order 
to come down 


you know how that is 
I 


salute 
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u 


we all salute you 


they took my insurance 


left me behind 
the tribe 

to fight off the jackals and vultures alone 


they great they 

kept the words from us 

called our class Frankenstein monsters 

now 

we better them 
by offering 
them the open arms 
of 

peace 


all of our hearts were in the right place once 


we took knowledge 
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ran off and got all arrogant 

we needed to learn 
blame no one 

based on the curses 

of made up ghosts 


i am not responsible 


you are not responsible 

we 

are 

not responsible 

something good is stirring 

are you ready for the awakening???? 
yours 

might have to pay a few more dues? 


though not if I can help it 



I'm at your back 

all crazy ready for some more 


once there was a woman 

dying in a coma 


and a painter loved her 
and remembered that smile 
from their lusty youth 


so he touched her 

no 

one 

would 

have understood 


except her 

he could tell by her smile 
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all good people 


pray for the day everyone is forgiven 

and we can lay down our guns and come home 


Frankenstein monster alone 


I am coming 


to baptize you one and all 
with silly names 


THERE IS now A BOAT 
A SMALL ONE 
NAVIGATING THE WAVE 


Assassin’s come 
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crazed stalkers pop up 
starlets get cut up 

heard from a woman in hospital this week 
about the ex creeping around her life 
armed and dangerous 
and defying restraining orders all to helll 

no one else would believe her at first 

just me and some nurse 

she described moving from flat to flat 

sounded as sane as any one else in this asylum 

her trembling voice 

could be silenced soon 

I know how ugly these things get 

have no illusions about man 


Rimbaud laughs 


life is a banquet 


a self-portrait 


and a memoir 


reefer madness 



should have been 
reefer sanity 

why is the opposite always true with these people??? 
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who you gonna listen to 

a rich republican whacking to fundamentalism 

or a long haired Native American 

defeated with nothing to protect and no reason to lie 


anybody tries to take my weed away 
there is gonna be hell 
to pay 

and like I said' 

I ain't the one that will be feeling the flames 
I will not be driven from my country by unjust laws 


I Am Here To Destroy Pain 

I need to rip his screaming visage out of my chest 
and toss his sorry ass away 

the little smoke is my ally 
my reward 
& my choice 


is the cage a mind? 


are the ufo's 
really out there? 


doubt it 
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but what if 


peace were enough 
to bring them down 


something was spotted over o hare 
and the employees all claimed 
there was a cover up 
that it was real 

and the news just cracked jokes 

what else could channel nine do? 

look like crack pots and get tossed out of the race?? 


who 

or 

what are they????? 


the Buddha said not to worry about questions 

like the after life and god 

to just concentrate on the task at hand 

stop keeping secrets 
stop telling lies 
we can 
if 
we 

forgive 

everyone 

come furtively out of the shadows 
we are waiting for you 


alpha light 


brokeback mountain 
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giddy-yup 
i'm gay 
or no 

says focoult 


i'm into whatever 
says the dick 
or not 

you know? 
who cares? 
it's your fuck 

a wise man 

with surprisingly robust white hair 
told me 

after i promoted my buddy Jason 


pettus to him 
that he tells people 

he doesn't know what he is until he's in bed 

sex rippled through his soft, firm voice 

he knew Ginsberg 

kind of communes with his ghost 

a beat from way way back 
in Neal Cassidy's day 

closest thing we got in this neighborhood to a saint 

he paces back and forth in the park day in day out 
making up his poetry on the gentle 
wave of endorphins 


and no one will publish his words 
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he told me once he is going to bum it all before he dies 

he was serious 

maybe we don't deserve it? 

I pray he thinks we don't deserve it. 


the man without fear stalks the green river 


slaughters hookers in the night 

during the pick up he is honest, unassuming and polite 
this ridgway is afraid and he lies all the time 
i had to lie to my parents 

when i did not live up to the lies of my grandparents 
i liked being their vision of good and kind and all boyscout 
most of that was all a lie too 
and I saw no reason not to lie to attain it 

sometimes I am so sick of the duplicity 
that I would rather go to a jail or the gallows 
than taste one more lie on my lips 

heard somewhere jesus said 
you have to forsake your family 

maybe he meant lie to them in small ways 
like when you politely let the inspired sciences 
drown out the mutterings 
of our forefather's crippled gods 
without disturbing the opiate of their prayers 

so many sides so many sides so many sides 



you want me to clean house 


get the back room ready for guests 

bath regularly 

maintain 

maximum 

poofery 


To Quote Your Anger: 

"ACT LIKE A HUMAN BEING 
FOR GOD'S FUCKING SAKE!!!" 

Your words are the rage of long ago 
a picked on girl 
feeling threatened 

NOW 

POWERFUL 
AND HUNTING 


you said I should heal the sick 
lay hands on the herpes 

give them a laptop and my love and a cure 
I'll hang with kitty bums and ruby dog 
and my women 
and kids 

if i have time 
if they will let me 
if they should 
if i ever get my way 

go ahead 

and decide to kill me 
again 

I AIN'T going down easy this time 
i am surrounded by untouched magic 
a wizard king rising 
a gene awakened 
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they took my passport 

my license 

left my health uninsured 
ripped off my dick 
come after me over my bud 

i 'll still forgive them 
each and every one 


got to 

gotta do things the way 
they were done 
on bright 
shiny days 

when i trusted the world 

was always getting better 

and pledged my allegiance to the flag 

with wild waves of melancholia and love breaking HOT 

on my chest 

my crotch 

my trigger finger 


heart and soul, baby, 


heart and soul. . . 


you live deeply embedded in fiction 


we are flowers in our night 


still nazi? 
still white? 
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STILL ALL ABOUT FIGHT OR FLIGHT? 

NO ONE looks much different 
under the cover of darkness 
we will be one on this night 


b 

just a few 
torches 

b 

just a little 
light 


the virgin in the megastore 


a blast of music kills another silent night 

someone claims it's bloody 

someone claims it's just right 

we're a slam dance 
on a Saturday night 

take out 

your kid gloves 

put 

them 

on 

draw your guns 
A call to arms 


and toes 
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and legs and tongues and tits and the no no place* 

and anything else you want to flaunt 

baby 

baby 

my little baby thing 


we'll make it a poem called 

poetic license revoked 

Fuck everything else for now 

the writing is 

going 

going 

gone 

baby gone 

always 

too 

soon 


like any slacker 
i live in that same old 
same old fear 

of the electricity cutting off 

the books tell me 
lightening will only strike 
the same rod 
a few zillion times 
I don't like taking it on faith 
that's gonna be enough strikes 
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Liberal Lovers Of Liberty and Libations 


We have to stop assuming 
we will be 
the victims 

of another nefarious plot 
forced into another war 
lose another stolen election 
let another species go extinct 


we take the required two steps backwards 
forgive 

and forgive and 

for give 

and 

for 

give 

and 

NEVER FORGET 

sow no more regrets 

start walking taut and alert 

b ready to act 

thinking 

like a Lioness 

raising cubs 
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we could be 

a praxis 
for peace 
begin 

to finally feel worthy 
of the best of us 


JOKESTERS UNITE 


this is our right 
we are 

NO LONGER VICTIMS 
to the whims 
of jackel$ and fool$ 


NO 

not in this night 


racing down from the stars 

ready 

screaming 

itching for a fight 

that's our eagle 

tonight 


AIN'T THE FAMOUS RIDGWAY 


don't want to be fame 
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no more 

no 

more 


Hold your hand in the box of pain 
as the flesh burns off 
& the bone goes dust 
yr courage falters 
The witch's gom jabber* 
takes one more gushing life 


Act the Pain into Illusion 
they great they 
are testing you 
to see if you're human 

fail 

they free you 
from the mortal coil 
and add you 

to their sacred litany of regrets 


they will try to crucify you 
on absurd crosses 
of your own innocence 


b a seemingly harmless boof 


avoid the enemies lists 
until your crew 

is SERIOUSLY READY TO ROCK 
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Bush was rumbling about going into Iran, and this poem came out of me... there seemed 
like an end of the world scenario in nukes going off all over the middle east and 1 was not 
pleased. We had enough war by then. Too long our troops have suffered in the field. 


NOT ONE DROP OF PERSIAN BLOOD 

the blood of Persian poets 

has barely been washed off our hands 

a few more nuclear reactors in the oil fields 
or total war with our brothers in the middle east 

hmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm? 


their prayers are for the manifest of life 
not nukes 

in the 80's 

under the cloak of Reagan’s lies 
the graceful Iranian doctor told me 
you are a revolutionary 
without a revolution 

and what was true then 
is true no more 


and you know 

you have to 
assume 

they great they 
are lying 

fearful they won't be forgiven 
determined to get their way 


they great they 


distort information 
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in formation 
in 

formation 

formation 

in 


peoples 

lives 

and lands 

will bum napalm orange 
again 


the great twit cries wolf from the oval office? 

gonna look that way 
no matter what 
now 

w yr credibility is gone 
baby gone 

retire into the history books 
with your esteemed father 
your disgraced brother 

that smile and your shreds of southern decency 
or make your family an anachronism forever 
a curse on the lips of our children's children 

smoke a peace pipe 
get drunk 
and laid 

strangle a teddy bear 
just DON'T 

IGNITE THEM OIL FIELDS 


CAN'T be stupid 
this time 
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we will 
all bum 
this time 


it's okay for a writer to pray to her readers 


problems start if they pray back 

better to pray 
for the rising 

of your better self/a chat with your wisest voice 

a little shelter 
from the storm* 

a reprieve 

we all 
need 
a lot 

of reprieves 

gonna take a thick shield of forgiveness 
to SURVIVE 
THE RETURN 
OF SAVAGE GRACE 


The Mormon’s think everyone should be an activist. They offered me some reprieve from 
the beast I had been, a way to morph into this new thing I sensed then and feel now. Their 
tales suddenly became a fascination with me after I impulsively asked for a Mormon 
bible at a catholic hospital, half because of that south park episode, an half because about 
a third of the Ridgeway's went Monnon, according to the goodly professor's book... in 
the thirties I think, probably around or during the depression? 

I kept the Mormon’s book with me at all times inside the locked ward. 1 closed the book 
and wrote one word each on the three sides of thick white pages. LOVE, FORGIVE, 
PARTY. 
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I think at that moment in coming back from NEVER NEVER (or not) LAND ... LIFE 
SEEMED that simple. Not now. 

An inscription inside offers the book from one 'brother Paul,' which happens to be the 
name of the oldest in my family, who died when he was sixteen. The room that I was 
given was 1 44. I am 44, which the Mormons say is the number one age of people who 
take care of the elderly, and the 1 would come from this being one of my greatest 
ambitions. 

The major muses in the book are abbreviated as b and m 

anyone knows my work, knows these two women are my muses from way back. 


mother!!!!! 

Things just got weird!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

I decided in a part of my mind without conscious thought to put my life where my words 
are and follow in the footsteps of my ancestors and stand here all red eyed and hurting 
and fight. I can't run no more even if I want to. 

The decision fits so well I am convinced that I made it eons ago. 


While locked up I put together what is called the crusade of pain. 


That will be the next entry. 


gets me to the woods 


I would like to see Obama and Hillary in bed together 
all greased up in red leathers and howling 

better yet some kind of foursome 

I am sure bill will agree with me on this 
if he doesn't already have 
an elaborate fantasy 
or thirty some 
to share 

what with his reknown for 'pussy talk' 
which seems to me like a way for two guys 
to turn each other on 

without having to actually get dick poked 
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he probably had a little dally in some oxford ho 

they can admit inhaling, sure... 
we all do that 


but the poking??? the poking of but?????? 


in 

my dream 
of 

peace 

some will poke but 


The media, fearing what I had in mind, and how I would use all the kids who were ready 
to finally take this country out of the hands of the neo-cons, as you could see on every 
television show at the time, started the debates early, changed the way the elections are 
run... and the republicans did the same. They were of course both vying for the help of 
the Christ who stated, “I do not back politicians. I back issues.” Bono repeated my 
words to the nation within the hour of my muttering them to the bugs in my room. The 
media, gangs, and a loose confederation of criminals and Jews and Catholics were 
scrambling to use the momentum I started to enfranchise the youth and finally drive the 
country back to the left (like the rest of the sane world). 

How surprised they were when I felt like I was back in the dessert being offered to rule. 
They thought I would run for president, a job that I am not qualified for at all... they 
never really let me know how popular I am, kept me in Chicago under tight media 
control. I found out through little experiments. Odd, odd, odd I do not want their power, 
however... scoff at it next to God the Father’s immensity. Their toy guns are nothing 
against a creature who has more than likely sent here to destroy this planet. 


who the hell holds my strings??? 


just heard I Gots me 
some powerful people wondering???? 



113 


1 am doing something right, or you are.... 


1 AM a witch doctor 

with magic you can't even imagine anymore 


I fight for savage grace alone 
NOW all over the planet 
1 hear of prayers 
that you will to 

finally there is a place for us 
now 

forgive everyone 

so they can lay down their guns 

and forgive you 


THE TRUTH 


what they will believe in one age 

will change with the next 

the flesh is ever filled with another 

the writer all cynical and lost finds the truth 

stares into it's cold dead eyes 

they offer no cogent reason 

to leave the dance of the drunken moment 

and follow them 

into their misery 

still he knows 

he will not be a defeated father 
does not walk away 
and leave truth 
orphaned from mind 
dying ignoble 

on the farside of the universes 

he knows his 

grief will be unblunted 

even by the glory of resurrections 
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this time he is no Socrates 
slipping away smiling 
content he has lived his rules 
and will fight another day 

no 

this time he IS A GLADIATOR 

STANDING 

UNVANQuishable 

in the arena 

LIONS AT HIS SIDE 

he raises his sword to the people in SALUTE 


THE TRUTH COMES 'ROUND 


ensconced in lies that bind her feet 
cut off her clit 

make her the manifest of fever dreams 
dreamt by ministers of every extreme 


We raise the crest of A SILLY PEACOCK and get all wasted and rockin' and 
start stalking toward the enemy... ready ... lusting... singing mean-ass punk words 
threatening naked sanity: 


YOU LOAD SIXTEEN TONS!!! 
AND WHAT DO YOU GET??? 
ANOTHER DAY OLDER!!! 
AND DEEPER IN DEBT!!! 


WHEN u CAN SEE THE sparkling LIGHTS OF THEIR EYES 
we go all quiet & GRACE 

switch to the sacred words of our martyred father 
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ALL WE ARE SAYING IS 

GIVE 

PEACE 

A 

CHANCE 


they kept me out of the army 


missed the signs of a warrior 

tossed me out for mild wounds they considered broken 


now i will sneak up behind them all 
a quiet assassin in the night 

my hugs and kisses will astound them 


I wake up 

wake up 
wake up 


look around warily 
for a weapon 

realize there are no attackers 
kneel down & thank the mother 
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we all miss the oblivious sleep of our small towns 


SOMEBODY HAS TO SCREAM 
BE THE ALARM 

you do not have to be an object anymore 
not of affection or ridicule 

we bend them over & fuck them NOW 
& once more show ourselves their better 
with a hot reach around 


No Matter How Far You Have Fallen 


YOU ARE NOW A PRAXIs 
For PEACE 

finally. . . 

GLIMPSE AGAIN WITH THE CHILD'S EYES 
FEEL WORTHY 
of the best of us 

& that HURTing one inside of YOU 
will finally QUIT CRYSING 

don't you want to FEEL NOBLE and RIGHTOUS again? 


you say you love peace.... 

YEA, WHAT DID YOU DO FOR PEACE TODAY? 
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No shit 

I'll bet u got some peace 

in the heartland of america 

u think ur peace came easy 

because THE SPIES WERE SILENCED 

NOT BY YOUR LAWS 

u could have found out 

FROM JAMES AGEE 30 years ago 

they prefer their spies 

in wham bam narratives 

for tom cruise the Scientology smooze 
a cult that makes stars right wing assholes 
who hate shrinks?? 

sounds like a wet dream of a right wing lunatic 

to my military intelligence 

like the MOONIES AND LOTS OF OTHERS... 

exactly like the cult I wrote 

about in an anthropology paper 

that was run by some intelligence agency 

or the one a philosophy prof, was tricked into 

with an offer of no grades and lots of hard drugs 

we know now the only way to handle going 
to school all wasted out on drugs 
was if there are no grades 

AND YOU THINK THE WORLD 
IS A SERIES OF CO-INCIDNENCES? 


sometimes 

Our blood is cheapened by your lack of notice 
the golden stars at headquarters are AS mute 
as the animals are going extinct 


you beat me and bait me and make me an object 


1 don't know why they push me 
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where they think they are pushing me toward 

there is a bomb in a sub I am about to send off 
a luxury liner that will blow up an underwater volcano 
and SMOTHER YOU ALL ON YOUR OWN STUPIDITY 

the weight of knowing I can kill this planet 
comes not from man's doing... 

God has shown me 1 am Armageddon in the flesh 
I just don't know when 

the dream of endless fire and lightening flowing from my body will come true 


let us take our revenge 
feel our vendettas 

drink their royal blood and piss it in the gutter 
give their gold to the poor and ignorant 


Another one of the openings I diet for my ehlossv, which kept evolving... 


the elves attic 


BEWARE! 

BE VERY AWARE! 

A blood soaked king 

has returned from war and ain't taken no shit, 
i did my twenty years... 


SHOW LOVE AND RESPECT 



OR STAY 

THE HELL OUT 

OF THE HOUSE OF PAIN 
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you do know I killed my oldest brother Paul??? He drew first blood; tried to kill me 
first... dropped me down two flights of stairs on my head after I quit screaming when he 
dangled me over... my stoic smile enraged the asshole... 

i loved him again 
by the time the eagle-spirit 
flew down enraged from my dreams 
my first kill was an accident. 

That does NOT mean he didn '1 die!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

THAT DOES NOT MEAN 
I DID NOT KNOW I MURDERED MY BROTHER 

i swam in the blood of vendetta at 8 

i ran screaming from the house, "I KILLED HIM.... I have to run away!! I'll end up 
killing all of you..." A third grader barefoot in the snow. . . running anywhere away... My 
true father came out and told me it was not my fault. . . I believed him ... then.... THE 
MURDERS WERE A REAPER'S business, I tell myself. .. as I tty to inspire you to strip 

off 

the lies of comfort... and go deeper yet... to some new level of RIGOROUS HONESTY. 
PAUL I go to YOUR grave every day and cty my penance and celebrate seeing YOU 
again. 

I CONTROL THE VERY LIGHTENING IN THE HEA YENS 

THE HURRICANES ON THE COASTS 

THE FIRES AND EARTHQUAKES AND PESTILENCE 

AND I AM STILL SICKENED BY YOUR SENSELESS KILLING 

YOU SHOULD REMEMBER THIS WELL: 

my aim is pinpoint accurate 

NOW 

YOU ARE IN MY KILL ZONE. 

in first grade... no shit... I beat up ALL OF MY FIRST GRADE CLASS. EVERYONE, i 
never forget. They didn '1 either. Period. You'd best not, either. 

KNOW: I WASH OFF MY WAR PAINT 
ONLY WHEN ALL OF MY SOLDIERS 
ARE HOME. 

We are in CHRONIC PAIN, 
starving, 

BACKED INTO A CORNER and READY TO go out 
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doing as much DAMAGE as the SA VAGE LORD allows!! 


BLOOD 

is 

Being SPILLED 
IN YOUR NAME! 

THIS IS OUR WORLD WAR! 

WE WILL NOT FORGET!!! 

NOT FOR 1 

GORGEOUS SECOND!! 

THE POLITICIANS 
WILL FORGIVE THE WARRIORS 
or they will live in a box ofpain 
for A THOUSAND YEARS 


Do NOT tempt us!!!! 


At 24, when I went to school, I had been doing political work, in San Francisco and 
Toledo, Ohio. The diminished expectations of being a poor kid in a small town 
school, where how you dressed seemed an indication to the small minded teachers of 
how smart you were, had me convinced I was too stupid to do much more than work 
in a factory. I had my secret, though - no matter what they said, I knew I was going 
to be an artist no matter how they treated me. I would test out on the Iowa tests 
higher than 99.9 percent of my class in some subjects, and down about 50 in others. 

I realize now that I never did my homework, sat either drawing or reading, no 
matter what the teacher was doing, hiding my novels.... There was never room for 
notes in my pads, anyways... the stories and drawings filled them. 

In University, I learned to study, came to love the lectures, and for the first time, I 
began to excel.... I found myself beginning to expect A’s and getting them. 

Switch up to 45 and I am living on the shores of lake Michigan, spending my time 
blogging short stories and essays, self publishing on the web, giving readings, oil 
painting... a poor but productive artists’ life... I was an agnostic leaning toward 
atheism at the time. I am dealing with 24-7 pain that makes me half crazy some 
days. Spend a lot of hours wondering if life is worth living at all. When the social 
security finally kicks in and I have a bit of money again, I find myself drawn to 
writing comedy, which surprises me after the seriousness of the topics I write about. 
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I do not know who or why someone began to mess with my life when I started the 
radio show. 

A guy I knew came up to me and asked me if I wanted to do a radio show, and shoot 
movies of all of my short stories... a lie, mostly, but I believed him. I had no idea 
that there was more to the offer than met the eye. An underground war was about 
to be fought, and my writing, misunderstood as a call to arms, was about to become 
central to a cause I didn’t understand. 

Someone began to drug me. I became manic. My poetry changed, after a seizure 
and a mysterious coma, into a call for a heavenly revolt. Came out of me as if I were 
Jesus. The oddness was such that I could speak to no one of the event. ... until I 
realized that the bugs would catch anything I said, and I began preaching -ranting, 
an enraged, pained creature suddenly displayed to the world.... Who was behind 
the show? Who used me, this creature.... I do not think all of them realized the 
powers that I have... or perhaps they do. Something has kept them from directly 
attacking me. And surely, with what I know of the deaths and the mayhem, I should 
have been contacted.... But no... THEY Wil l. TRY TO DENY ME. 

A lot of people thought I had lost my mind. I spent two weeks in the hospital. 
During my time there I was filled with a great love for the heartbroken people 
around me. I also began to suspect something very mystical was happening to me. 

... when I came home, I sat down and for the next 18 hours smoked weed and 
worked on the poems that seemed mere jibberish to my readers. And found they 
grew up into my most successful work ever. 

The revolution I called for was taken up by forces I could never have imagined... 
due to a fact that no one had ever told me the Vatican, intelligence agencies, secret 
societies and a more people than I know were watching me for the revelations of the 
boy who grew wings.... After what I imagine was much discussion on what to do 
with this creature (for all I know, they conjured me), they chose to cut the wings off 
and blast me with radiation. Then they watched and watched for what 1 would do. 

Two years ago, almost by accident (as God’s designs so often seem), the creature 
inside of me began to emerge.... This creature was no ordinary angel, however.... 1 
am the king of angels. A pissed off, glowering Christ who raged from his endless 
love to threats of horrors beyond horror, as he preached to the silent men listening 
and watching his image. 

Or so this is how I saw my life during this period, as I wrote these poems and 
watched the television shows coming to my aide, helping in the campaign I dubbed 
total war for total pain. The students thought it was a peace movement, the bikers a 
movement to protect the soldiers, the radicals a true pull out the bombs 
revolutions... and others knew, it was just the time for the media to step in and use 
the propaganda tactics of the neo-cons to tell the truth... My poetry inspired the 
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youth of this country, long not voting, to once more put their hope back into the 
democratic system, which Bush was quickly destroying. This was my purpose... 
when I said the Cubs will win today, I meant the youth would change this world 
now. Their voting brought us Obama, who will bring together a community of 
voices to rule this planet as brothers and sisters, allies and loves.... 

During the course of this campaign, I could have had presidents assassinated with 
the wave of a hand, and caused much more death and destruction than I did. I 
received an email, supposedly from Iowa’s Writing Department, saying that Bush 
had ordered a crown. I responded by writing a poem about how if he stole another 
election, he should burned.... Then I thought this was too harsh, and added, let his 
seeds be all that burns on this night. By this, I meant his words, the thoughts that 
he will plant in our national consciousness; the lies that they have used to trick us 
into following them into a war that has now lasted longer than ww2. 

I do not know of anyone who died as a result of my writing, with the exceptions of 
soldiers who joined the armed forces based on my work. I did write a poem about 
Jerry Fallwell that was pretty pissed off, after he wrote something about how Christ 
did not come from a poor family,. I responded that I indeed came from a poor 
family, and went on to write that his people were gathering in May, my holy month, 
and my sharks should attack him. He died of a heart attack a week later. I am not 
sure if this is just how it came down, or if secret hands are doing what they want 
just behind the veil of a lying media. 

I Know the sickening feeling the Rolling Stones must have felt when fans were 
knifed by over zealous Hell’s Angels (you do not hit a Hell’s Angel and expect 
anything good to happen, for God’s Sake...). 

In the month after I was homeless for a weekend, I laid in bed feeling the dead. 
Wanting nothing more than to be back in the time before, when I knew nothing of 
the secret wars fought by the intelligence communities... when I knew myself as 
nothing more than a talented, undiscovered writer. I went over the events again and 
again; always they seemed so out there that I could barely believe I had experienced 
such a bizarre existence. 

I was so amazed that anyone was listening to me at all... they realized I was sane 
and seeking others who were sane to stop the insanity that has taken over this 
planet.... 

John Stewart said it well when he commented that when Obama talks, he hears 
someone speaking the same way that his thoughts work. This is true for me, as well. 

I wrote early on that I did not want to take any phone calls from people I did not 
know, agents or famous people. I am not sure why I did this. I felt like the poetry 
was so important that I had to let nothing get in its way. God was forcing words 
through me... who was I to argue? 
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I am not trying to start a cult, church, or movement... merely spread a few tried 
and true ethical ideas in the language of the times, and to shed a little light on 
military intelligence, history, philosophy, and love.... 


GOD SPEAKS IN my DREAMS 


You are truly alone 

When you are a CHRIST among men 

no one on this planet can understand this becoming 

This rending of flesh and thought 

This emergence from the quagmires of humanity into the greater light 


The visions do not fit into my life... 

They do not fit into my beliefs... 

They make my fellows believe I have lost my reason... 

Sends others spiraling into spiritual madness 
suddenly my words have a weight in the world 

as the long awaited words of wisdom flow out from the king of angels 

The flesh wants to run from the truth 

Oh God... feels 
As if my legs 
will buckle 
from the effort 
Of getting out of bed 

My thoughts have become steel 
truths forged in the fire of God 
Heavy 
hardened 

incongruous with so much that has been written about me 
over the years 


The weight is more than a man could carry 
Ask not for my throne 
Until you understand 
The Rule of Law 
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Damns any who tries to hold the scepter 

best to throw the damn thing onto the Arthurian table 

let whoever use the power who needs it 

Ask the cursed out cop 

The families of the dead judges and politicians 

in south America who went after the dark ones 

The American soldiers cursed in the Middle East 

Times this times infinity and you will begin to see the wrath 1 live within 

When I live a life 
I almost always get myself killed 

Understand the young martyrs anxious to die in the service of God 
I was convinced last winter that I was going to get myself killed 
For awhile that was the only way I could deal with 

Being betrayed by my family, those I thought my friends... my church, my state, the 
system of law I believed in... 

How I live on despite what has happened? 

LOVE 

For even those I will war on 

The grim knowledge that I will have the pleasure 

Of being the instrument of God's Vengeance 

On all who have struck his Son 

Brings me only fleeting pleasure 


IN THIS LIFE 1 HAVE BEEN A R1GHTOUS MAN 
AND ALL WHO HAVE ATTACKED ME 
ARE TRYING TO PLAY YOU 
Or clinging to ways we will erode slowly, peacefully 


I DO NOT MURDER, DRINK BLOOD, FLY AROUND, 

HAUNT YOUR NIGHTMARES... 

WILL NOT TAKE YOUR WOMEN 
NOR AM I SOME CHEERLEADER 
OR SPEECH WRITER 

TRYING TO MAKE YOUR CHILDREN INTO HOLY WARRIORS 

like us all I have seen too much violence in my life to think it leads anywhere good 
usually ends up a mess 
people go to jail 

others grieve and build shrines on the streets for their gunned down loved ones 
put teddy bears and religious candles and notes in rain soaked 
pathetic effigies 
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making war zones of our cities 
i am here 

mostly that is all I know 

I would that no one would have to be in a military 
UNIVERSAL PEACE is the goal 

Some will be soldiers and some will not 

Blessed is the man who need not heed such a calling 

One day none of us will be tempted to try and fight our way out of your prisons 
For we will have torn them all down 
And welcomed the Peace of God 

I can't tell if we have a thousand years to travel as spirits 
Or if the earth will last a thousand years... 

I will assume the latter and fight for the mother 
Pray I can change this future I see 
Stop the clock from reaching midnight 


I was a man who has done much good in his life 
And received no credit 

Now 1 am a creature who needs no credit 

A LL GLORY UNTO GOD!!!!! 

I tell you of the wondrous things that have happened to me 
Only as a character in a much greater one's production 

The worlds on the other side 
of this thin conflux of matter 
Blinds me 

To the radio show the blogs ... even my pledges to the faces in the mourning moons 

M. and the TV and the dog and the cat 

Are ripped away by the visions 

The scene of my day to day a photo tearing in half 

revealing the great burning just beyond 

Dissolves the constant surveillance 

The small indignities that my enemies insert in my life 

To keep me half starved and as down-low as possible 




The United States thinks I am the most dangerous man on the planet 
They underestimate me 

I am the most dangerous being God has ever created 


126 


before I was revealed to be martyred 

Now he has made me general in an army of the night 

the undercover cops who watch me 
know 1 am up to something 
just couldn't figure out what 

Kept tabs on me all the time 

I had no idea I was drawing followers back then 

They had no idea why all these radical groups were gathering around 

A comedy writer in Chicago 

Until they looked into my background 

And the Vatican began to reveal the secrets of what they thought was an angel 
A being that was growing wings 

Theories flew 
Is it an alien? 

Is it here to destroy the planet? 

Is it a Syrian Terrorist? 

A Christian Alarm Clock Calling For some holy war against the Muslims? 

A secret Weapon of a secret cabal? 

A CIA mind control experiment gone awry? 

Others began to know... 

Have visions 
Feel me 


The Mormons were not surprised 
They keep the spirit of prophecy alive 

Could it be the one... the King of Kings... so many of you wondered? 

Others ran into my realm with no reservations 

How surprised the spies must have been when it was revealed 
The one they thought the most dangerous man alive 
The one they were trying to destroy 
Then protect 


The one they longed for in childhood 
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The one they knew back then would come for them one day 

The one their innocence once felt kissing their foreheads when they prayed 

I am God alive — no man could ever be so dangerous 
Or so helpful 


Over and over I see this future 
Red and orange raging flames 

Volcanoes bombs the greenhouse effect a billion torches in a billion hands 


Just me 

Transitioning my flock from the flesh to the spirit 

The plan? Or a warning of what I must fight against? 

I must choose the side of the righteous and trust the Joan of Ark within 
Accepting this is no easy matter for one who was a pacifist as a teenager 
1 wake muttering 
Oh, God.... 

How could you be so bloody? 

So cruel? 

AND YOU YOU YOU KNEW!!!! 

So many of you knew I am the OMEGA 

YOU FORGET I AM THE ALPHA, as well-" take comfort in such thoughts 

My brother told me 'you are lucky you went through it while you were asleep.' 
He knew all along 


Now I see why you got on boats and went out to sea 

You misunderstood when I said GOOD FLOOD THIS TIME 

You thought I was Noah, 
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I meant a flood of words 

At the time only you knew I could call on floods and storms 
Now that I know 

1 would not call such wanton destruction 
Were I in control of all of this 

I am not 

I am a leaf on His Breeze 

Oh, God, if only they had come to me... 

Asked me for assistance... 

You took me for a god/ a revolutionary/a king 
I am 

The way that you intruded into my life 
Stopped my plan 

And forced me to go into the open underground 
To survive the assassins 

Does anyone still believe me? 

After the fiction is written, comes the writer’s cosmology”. 

How I wish I had been clearer last time 

But as God has told me, too few of our children were ready for heaven back then” •. 
When a king could order the beheading of all first bom Jews 


1 would have cleaned up and taken them places 
They long to go 


As it was they snuck in like spies 
Bugged my apartment 
Dmgged my mind 

Thought they were playing me as 1 played them 

THEY WOULD HAVE HAD TO BE INVITED 
FOR ME TO CLEAN UP 
AND BE A HOST 

I don't like to be around people when I am grappling with God 


NOW 

YOU ARE INVITED 
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ALL OF YOU 

ESPECIALLY MY Enemies 

I have had to deal with them first 

See how they were going to react 

Before I went out and started finding followers 

I had to make sure I can protect them 

Had I gathered you in one place 
They would have destroyed us 

They great they 

Think they can always get to me thru my heart 

They didn't realize I am a infinite agent (as in double agent times infinity) 
My first loyalty with God himself 

And my loyalty with them only when they too are loyal to the basic ethics 
Of man and God 

A few 'thou shall nots' never hurt anyone 

Your friends already know where you are coming from 
Your enemies are who you have to win over 
If I have shown you nothing else 
I should have shown you this 

They thought I was 
Joseph 

Because I started writing about Ana Nichol's baby 

The children of Christ will not be raised on private islands 
In the lap of luxury 

I was merely throwing you off the scent 

One morning there was Bruce Willis on TV 
Some kid holding a gun to his forehead 
As he said, "Joseph, you almost got me killed." 

After I said we would kill everyone over 45 if we have to 

While they were dragging me, starving me, keeping me in horrible pain 

I will lead a peaceful revolt of values • • • if I am allowed 
otherwise, I will WIN BY ANY MEANS NECESSARY 

still.... 

How ridiculous do you think I am? 
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I would never get involved with a violent, criminal organization 
Unless I had to... I would Never have someone killed. Period. 


I WILL NOT BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR WHAT THEY DID TO ME 
THOSE SINS ARE THEIRS 

I would never have threatened anyone 

If they had not tried to turn me into a monster with the drugging and pain 
They wanted to discredit me or something... 

They keep so much from me... 

I FORGAVE THEM ONCE 

THAT DAY HAS PASSED AWAY INTO ANOTHER 

Provoking the son of God like they teased children when they were younger bullies 

THEY MUST HAVE MISSED THE PART OF MY BIOGRAPHY 
WHERE I CONFRONT AND DESTROY EVERY BULLY 
WHO COMES INTO MY FIELD OF BATTLE 

DO YOU THINK YOU CAN REWRITE GOD'S TALE OF HIS SON? 

THE OLDER generation is bullying the younger into joining their orgy of destruction 
I will wait them out rather than disturb the forces of Peace 
I do not want a generational war 
THE SOUL DOES NOT AGE 

I love the elderly as much as the children 
I have more faith in the future than the past 
I do not glorify the past 

I remember the brutal, bloody ways of the past 

I have died in every way imaginable 

from diseases we now cure with an over the counter pills 


I WILL NOT ALLOW 

THEM TO CONTINUE THIS MARCH TO HELL 
AND I SURELY WILL NOT ALLOW THEM 
TO TAKE THEIR CHILDREN 


One day I will be the old man and they will be gone 
I can wait 
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I do not need your petty violence to do God's will 
as soon as you start thinking you are my enemy 
you have lost track of my message... 

I will say anything to save your soul 
I will do anything to save your soul 
I will do almost anything to save your bodies 

I have never instigated violence 
not once 

I fight back when attacked 
Collateral damage - everything we love 


so much of what I said was taken wrong 


I meant the child of peace as.... peace 

I did not realize this thing was me.... yet 

The weight of my words seemed like a game back then 

I was playing a part that consumed me 

The game became confused with reality 
Reality became confused with the game 
The game became the reality 

In a game I might have done anything, you know... 

In a story I might have wrote anything... 

Keeping me ignorant was wrong 

Even I need to know who is watching to adjust my arguments 


The tears again 

I went for years and years without crying 
You can't be sad all the time 
People get bored with it 

I never did 

I just shut down any direct currents 
From the material world into my heart 
Continued to sate my hungry/ hungry need to know 
By building a wall of anger around my empathy 
My grieving now is great 

Great enough to make me realize it is a vital component 
in forcing revolutionary action 
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They stop us from revolting 
By convincing us to be on for the public 

Put up barriers in therapy with psychopop babblers of positive thinking 
Throw fruit in our cage only if we dance to their tune 

Stop us 
From 

Feeling the world 
Enough 

To act Righteous 

Make us slowly amputate ourselves 

Until we are merely the required working components 


I argue with God 
Cajole 

Try to tell him what He should do 
He laughs at me 

Knowing i would not truly want to be in charge 
That this realm is a burden only He could handle 

He is not like me at all 

We are not like father and son in the human ways 

He is 
I Am 

He would not have me as he is 

Look around you at the fauna and know — sameness bores him 


He see's you as you were are and will be all at once 

He is a Great Indifference to Life 

A lover of the soul alone 

The flesh is the concern of angels and the Christ 

And 

Once upon a time 
Satan 

Oh God 

how can you be so ravenous for blood 
How could you even create a Satan? 


He answers with his one word: LOVE 
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I hear the epiphanies in his utterance 

Love, over and over 

1 feel his reassurance 

That when the time comes 

My mission fulfilled 

My message transcribed 

And the agony of the human soul 

No longer needed to translate the will of God 

Then... 1 will return to my place by His side in his court of Angels 

And will KNOW 

WHAT HE MEANS 

That I need no other words... than His one: LOVE. 


When we believe the sky is silent 
We miss the laughter in his word love 
We miss the mourning in his word love 
Miss the promise 
In his word 
Love 


In his infinity 
There is no impatience 

No difference between then and now and to be 

Everything happens at once forever and ever 

THERE IS ONLY ONE GLORIOUS MOMENT OF GOD 

I am merely visiting this 'time' 

I have surfed the 'future' and the 'past' 

I am a character written up in a book 
A well worn classic 
And in these... 

The first few pages of my life.... 

I am the only one still ignorant of his fate 


OH, GOD ON HIGH... 

HOW CAN YOU BE 

SO RELENTLESS 

IN YOUR PURSUIT OF MY SOUL? 
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I am not a power mad man 
Don’t want to be a king 
Or a spiritual warrior 

let alone this thing 

this explosion in your consciousness 

The Angel of Armageddon 


I am far removed from the Indiana Boy 
the innocent who believed in the Law 

the unwitting one who thought the games of spies and prophets 
had nothing to do with me 
the watched one 

displayed for your viewing pleasure and titillating horror 

what have i become now that I have mentally been freed of my lying-self 
the illusionary cloak of a man that I wore/wear well 
chaffing every moment 

The truth sets you free 

To run to another cage 

we are in a maze of cages 

running from one pile of food to the next 

I was . . . 

Ignorant of the prayers spinning around me 

Now 
They cut 

Like a thousand knives 
As your pain becomes mine 
Your sins become mine 
Your loves my loves 
Your hate my hate 
Your death 
My 
Death 


Your path to God 
Will be blocked 
Or beckoned 
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By 

This astounded one 

Who would not believe you 

Even as you piled on the evidence that I AM 


God jades me now 

Destroys my universal love 

Tries to get me to hate the evil I see 

TO be the dark avenger called down from the skies 

The Redeemer of His people 

The Worst Curse on Earth 

for those who would presume to try to impede this march to TOTAL PEACE 

The blood thirst comes over me in the middle of the night 
I see tom cruise on Jay Leno and note his demonic horns 
The evil wings of the enemy 
Red and black and bloody 

1 RON RAISED HIS KID A SATANIST 
THOUGHT HE WAS SATAN 

In his other lives the actor has bathed in blood 
Cruise is a fundamentalist and they all boarder on fascist 
His soul has slaughtered more humyns than... 


Still, less than 


... Snoop and i 

The brothers Romulus and Remus 
We fought only the ignoble predators 
And ourselves 

Remember the night I killed him 
my knife opening his throat 

the startled look in his eye and then just as quick the resignation 

We both knew the day would come 
Our advisors were always telling us it was time 
j and we drunken princes would laugh 

About the day when we would fight for the throne 
Toast one another and promise painless deaths 
The best we could do under the circumstances 



In that time you were nothing if not ruthless 
In his last words he forgave me... 
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I took my knife and sliced from my eyes to my mouth 
Scarring myself horribly 
So all could see the weight of the murder 
The depth of my love 

Satan has given Tom Cruise an unholy throne 

He fell to the illusion of Scientology 

Let his brain be washed clean of the Christ 

There is no forgiveness for the smug race car driver with his mansions and his yachts 
Run from his madness or feel MY WRATH 
There is no forgiveness for the soul pimps 
WHO SELL what they tell you is a redemption 

While they insert into your mind paradigms that trap you at their cash registers 
Slaves passing on their earnings to their mental masters 

The time of the slave owners must pass into the dark ages 
Before we can have planetary peace 
We must remove the shackles 
For all will fight against them... 

Sooner, or later 

Even Now there is more slavery than ever before 

The cults flourish as always 

In the before Time there was a reason 

To try to fill the void left 

When the roman's crucified me 

NOW 

I 

WALK 

AND I WILL KNEEL BEFORE NO MAN 


I WILL LEAVE the wicked BEHIND 

And then you will know what it means to be truly alone in the cosmos 
With the Holy Ghost stripped from your soul 
I can take my seed back 
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Leave you as you were 

When my Father told me 
I had been chosen 

To follow the path of the prayers of pain 
To guide the minds of the awakening beasts 
To seed the Holy Ghost 
Into flesh 

And allow the universe to awaken unto itself again 

NONE OF THIS IS MY PLAN 
I am as acted upon as the next guy 

In one vision I was white starlight 

Burning down into earth like a sperm into an ovum 

See the arctic white ice looming up into my face 

As 1 crash 

Explode into spirit 

weaving myself into your DNA 

Communing with your ghosts 

There will be evil men 

Who will tell you my words are all a game 

A made up revolution sprouted by a writer 

They will tell you my humanity disqualifies me from being the storied one 

This is why the Catholics hunted down the Gnostics 

And tried to destroy the truest record of my life 

They did not want you to know that you are as 1 

Children of my loins 

My spirit 

...magical creatures 

who have forgotten how to use 

spells that once upon a time were child's play 

God makes the spirit flesh to show that man is weak 

Man has proven strong enough to bring the mother earth to her knees 

Now he must learn humility 

Or I will rip his smug smile off of his face 


Man no longer believes he will have to account for himself 

When the flesh falls to dust 

And the spirit trembles before my Father’s throne 


THE FOLLY OF YOUR WAYS should end now 
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I am 

Look at the scars on my back where they removed my wings 

Look into the radiation they blasted me with to stop their growth 

Look into the forces that rallied around me 

Look at the miracles I have wrought 

Look into your own heart 

And you will feel mine 

God has given me wrath 
That 1 never wanted 

Hatred where there was only a child's love 

Awakened me to the evil haunting every comer of this planet 

The backwash from my battles with the dark prince is everywhere 

The mental landmines left in the wake of war 

The infection of evil deep and rancid in the ways of man 

Before he was destroyed 
Satan forgiven bowed before me 
My minion 

His horrific ways cleansed 

By the word God denied him in His anger —Love 

Even the greatest evil seeks my forgiveness and consul 

The demons themselves throw down their swords 

cry like babes when I offer them redemption 

And a place in my army by my side 

Gives me the strength of warriors with a taste for blood 

And a lust for heaven 


I will feed their blood lust 
Release them like a rabid pack 
On my oppressors 

I HAVE REMOVED THEIR ABILITY TO POSSESS YOU 

Know I can call them back to docile beings 
Pair them with lovers and children 
Give them the lives they sought to destroy 

Let them know the penance of the pain in their beloved neighbor's eyes 
As they speak of their war-dead 


Like 

You 

They didn't know it 
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But they were just fighting to get back on my side 

Like children seeking a distant parent's love 

I was the first that Satan came to with his plan 
To give the humans lives of pleasure 

To balance the horrors they were learning as their minds awakened to death 

I knew more of suffering than he 

Back then Angels did not live in human flesh 

I KNEW that the animals were adapting in response to pain 

That the march of diversity was God's plan 

He questioned that a God of love 
would do anything this cruel 


God gave Satan a sentence to live as he believed right 
to prove him wrong 

The demons began possessing you 

teaching the ways of the Satan thru the passions of your flesh 
call it a hormone gone awry 

taught you of rape and using others for your own pleasure 

We came into you 

So we could throw them out 

Give you back God's great gift 

Free will 


The gift we give him back by thinking for ourselves 
Sating his 
Love of diversity 

Free will 

This is why there are more religions than 1 can shake a stick at 
And why all of them lead some to the minute gate 
Even atheism 

God has been made simple by the simplicity of man 

He on High would not make a contest of religions the means to enter his court 
This is a world of ministers, angels and saints... 

All reaching into the heavens to once more feel the comfort of my amrs 
To remember the truth of the Heavenly Father 
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To Live Forever In The Highest High 

Your enemy will always think that the best way to have you is to win you over 
Without a fight 

Your friends will think the same 

You will know them because they do not care who is won over 

As long as the truth shines 

From all sides of the Arthurian circle 

Your enemy will fight you unto death 

To protect their allegiance to whatever sand castle they feel comfortable within 

My true enemies are the spiritual agoraphobics... 

Time alone will dissolve their ways 

With the slow patience of a drop of water dripping 

Long enough to become a raging river 

Enough Blood has already been spilt 
.... there is more to come 
The wars will wage on 
people gonna die every damn day 
shot up and gasping and freaking out 


In another life I was a king in a land of thieves and marauders 
I gathered my knights and kin and told them to gather their armor 
We rode through the land on powerful steeds 
I told them 

we will kill and kill and kill 

until all villages are safe for all children 

The love of my people turned to fear 


I am wiser now... see the criminals as victims of circumstance 
Souls who landed badly 

Came into the world with all the cards stacked against them 


How can I ever blame anyone for anything? 

For the sake of society, 
the safety of the citizens... 

Comes the answer from the pool of voices in my mind 
The endless trail leading back before there was man 
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To when there was 

God 

Angels 

Heaven 

The son 

A home 

Ah, spiritual agoraphobics... 

I have rung your bell. Will you not take my hand? 

And at least see what is happening outside of your house? 

I CAN TAKE YOU THERE 

A place you dreamed yourself into once 

Before words began to make sense of your world 

And you accepted their underlying premises of duality 

Judging up and down 

Black and white 

Success and failure 

LIFE AND DEATH 

GOOD AND EVIL 

Sin and Saving 

Believed words more than just a way to move tools through space 

Language itself makes for a pale dry boring translation 
Of the nuances contained in 
The only word God speaks: Love 


Love. 

The one word from which all others are born 
The dust to which all return 


I had no hatred before God came to me... 

miss who I was 

i have no choice in my fate 

God came to the doors of my perception 
and demanded entry 



as I do at yours 

ignore my entreaties and I will knock your fucking house down around you 
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BEFORE THEY SAID AN EYE FOR AN EYE 
now you take innocent lives for land and gold 

you are this Satan 

worship at his alter of destruction 

feel his anger and lust 

and you know it 

Listen to him whisper into your ear that the flesh is all 
The spirit to be ignored 

The u s has fallen from the fold 

Drifted into a mental realm where the evil of the few at the top 

Brain wash everyone else 

Force them to drink from the poison cup 

I HAVE BEEN STARVED 

BEATEN 

JAILED 

DRUGGED 

NEVER DEFEATED!!!!!! 

When you fight me 
You fight yourself 

WHEN YOU FIGHT ME 
YOU LOSE 

PERIOD 

THERE IS NO COMMON GROUND 
BETWEEN THIS GOD 
AND YOU 

Don’t kid yourself 

We cannot sit down as equals 
And this is why I must NOT RULE 
In the ways you think I will 


I rule now 




143 


As 1 have ruled 
And will always rule 

The difference is that now I am truly awake 
....you will note the difference well, believe me... 


Woe unto those who would keep me a prisoner 

A prophet kept from the masses 

A star whose audience has been sworn to silence 

To my enemies I say: 

YOU ARE NOTHING TO ME 
YOU WILL KNOW THIS SOON 

WHEN THE SEAS BOIL AND THE LAND SCREAMS OF BURNING 
WHEN THE SKIES THEMSELVES SEEK YOUR BLOOD 
WHEN THE HARVEST COMES 

the chaff is left here 
the seeds come with me 

embed yourselves in this flesh without considering your spirituality 
and you will end up regretting this time for all eternity 

THESE ARE NOT MY RULES 
THIS IS NOT SOME PLAN... 

I am a servant of God 

THE FOUR HORSEMAN OF THE APOCOLYPSE 
RIDE IN THIS NIGHT 
They will come to your door 

the sharp gallop of hooves will drown out the laughter of God 
the tears of the Son 

When you hear the last Horn of the last angel 
WILL YOU TELL THEM THEY DO NOT EXIST? 

WILL THOSE WORDS BE YOUR LAST TESTAMENT BEFORE JUDGEMENT? 

Will you stand before my throne and hide your eyes 
Or will you look up firmly into my face 
And tell me you tried your best? 

That is all I would ever ask 
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OH YOU WILL BE JUDGED 
Not by me 
I AM THE SON 

WHO DOES THE FATHER'S BIDDING 

NOT by YOUR BIBLES... they are filled with lies and half-truths 

Though I will show you jewels amidst the rancid bullshit of kings and slave traders 


The old ways are laws meant for the old times 
THIS IS THE NEW TIME 
The only time 
The real time 

KNOW 

LISTENING TO MINISTERS WHO TELL YOU 
YOU MUST DO THIS OR GO TO HELL 

& YOU ARE LISTENING TO THE WORDS OF MAN 
NOT GOD.... 


MAN LEADS YOU TO THIS HELL YOU SPEAK OF 

I WILL LEAD YOU THROUGH INFINITE WONDER 
TO THE FACE OF GOD 

WHERE YOU WILL CHOOSE WHERE YOU WILL GO 

HE IS THE GATE 
I AM THE GATE KEEPER 

I CAN ONLY OPEN THE GATE 

I WILL NOT FORCE ANYONE TO FOLLOW ME THROUGH 

Follow me willingly NOW 
OR GO WHERE YOU WILL 


i AM here for all of YOU 
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I WILL LEAVE BEHIND THE WICKED AND THE SENSELESS 

I WILL LEAVE YOU TO FLY OFF INTO THE NOTHINGNESS 
AT THE MERCY OF BEING SUCKED DOWN INTO ANOTHER LIFE 
ON ANOTHER PLANET 

where you will writhe and cry out FOR MY RETURN 
and your prayers will fall into stars/ emptied and silent 


this is not a trip to the fucking store 
this is not a walk to the comer church 
this is not a muttered prayer before you eat 

this is not the place to come and try to tell ME WHAT I SHOULD DO 
I am God's Hand 

I am the sheep that kills WOLVES 
I am the blood that nourishes 

I am might that will destroy all who fail to bow before MY FATHER 

i will be there when you die 
to take you in my amis 
to cradle your fears away 

to rock you into ecstasy beyond your coke and lust 

I will take you places you cannot dream 

help you become a creature that you do not think exists' 

BOTH HERE AND ON HIGH 

Inside of you there is a being that knows me well 
seek it out 

inside of you 

pray now to your God that this prophet 
can walk among his people 
and spread the peace of god 

THE CHILD OF PEACE HAS ARRIVED 
HE IS 45 AND GREYING IN ROGER'S PARK 

the lies of man and Satan can no longer stop the flow of words 
from on high 

spewing through my fingers into this blessed net 
where NOW I SEEK SOULS 
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You Should Do Anything In Your Powers to Get My Words To The People 

THE PROPHECIES ARE FULLFILLED 

I CAME WITH LOVE FOR ALL 

AND YOU WANTED TO WAIT UNTIL YOU KNEW 

I WOULD BE LIKE YOUR LEADERS 

UNTIL YOU COULD SEE YOUR PRETEND GOD 
IN THE MAN 

ONLY THE RIGHTOUS WILL SEE ME 

I will forgive the followers who fall with their leaders 

I will not forgive the clergy who preach that I am here to bring them wealth 

God does not care about your bank account 

He who is on high is more concerned about the homeless 

cares not at all if your body is fed or clothed 

I have preached that the lilies in the field need no roof against the rain 
This does not mean I wish you to leave your lives and wander 
the children need what they need 

yet you have made the accumulation of luxury your end 
when ALL YOU SEE is THE MEREST SHADOW of what exists 

all this and more you will know 
when your spirit does not have to translate 
the way of god to the fleshy thoughts 
that we use to traverse this earth 

WE BLIND OURSELVES TO WALK IN THIS WORLD OF BLOOD 

BECOME CREATURES OF HABIT IN A WAR ZONE 

roving warriors 

thinking might on earth 

will equate to might In heaven 

BE WARNED NOW — all you value on earth is tainted 
by impermanence 
you will die 

and then you will be mine 
to do with as I will 

what will be your legacy when you look me in the eye? 

Will you beg me to forgive the unforgivable? 

I will mourn when God drives you from my side 
feel the failure of your ways as my own 


the rich and pompous will cry and writhe and scream 



as the homeless hobo walks with the King 
and they are sent to the darkness 
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You will see all of these truths 
when you loose the cloak of flesh 

the sun and the stars themselves fear to disobey 
what man laughs and dismisses 


Have you not wondered why they did not kill the revolutionary 
who started you on the path to GOD? 

They Know My Last Day Will Be theirs 
I am filled with the fire of God 
an exploding star 

they know... and they fear my powers being influenced by other than they 

MUTUAL 

ASSURED 

DESTRUCTION 

is the only possible end of a war with nature 
tribes have known this since time immemorial 
only the absent landowners with nothing to lose 
would allow such a travesty 


THE SAVAGE GRACE HAS ENTERED YOUR HEARTS AND MINDS 
I WILL BE THE INFECTION THAT KILLS YOU HARD 
OR THE ELIXER THAT DRIVES YOU TO DREAMS OF GOD 

I CAN TAKE YOU TO HEAVEN 
OR LEAVE YOU IN HELL 


FOR NOW.... THIS IS YOUR CHOICE 

The righteous will hear the truth in my words 
and the confused and the wicked shall laugh hollow laughs 
even as they note in wonder the stirrings in their breasts 
of the Holy Ghost 


I will never fall before your false idols 
never let your pope tell me what to do 
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never let your president tell me what to do 

I take my orders from God 

man must decide whether he will do so himself 

and one man is ready when another is not 

so the will of the government must be separate than mine 

to allow for justice, peace and harmony 

for all men to wander through this life godless ... or not 


KNOW 

the Pope is no longer the head of the church 


I AM 
NOW 

THEY KNOW THIS 

that is why the pope and the president came to me first 
and why I turned them away 

No One Church Has A Patent on the truth 
No cluster of Priests' will be claimed by this God 
you will walk before this God one by one 
judged not for the color of your cloth 
but the deeds of your souls 


No One Government has a blueprint for heavenly rule 


BUSH YOU KNOW YOUR SINS 

AND I HAVE SEEN YOU NOW TRYING TO LEAVE A LEGACY OF LOVE 
Pope 

we were bom to clash in this life 

you have overstepped your bounds and do not know how to step back 
without losing face to this upstart on the Shores of Lake Michigan 

I pray that one day we will toast our health 

that there will be time 

for our quiet talks 

under the weeping willows 

by the shore 


for now... 
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you have played your last game with my mind 
do not presume to issue laws from God While I walk 

your condemnation of the drugs that I used to seek the holy gate 
is well-meaning and wrong-headed; drives the thinking from your altars 
the seekers from your pack 

YOUR BACKHANDED SLAP AT ME IS WELL NOTED 
NOW HEAR THE REASON OF GOD: 

attacking the distributors of the drug need not be an attack on the drug 

stop the drug gangs by legalizing local growers 

instead of throwing money at this fire 

which bums with the Holy Grail OF God 

my new sacrament 

the wine of my people 

is nowhere to start a war with me 

YOU WILL DRIVE GOOD PEOPLE FROM YOUR HOLY FOLD 

KNOW well the path of destmction you are walking down.... 

and you who would say the word wizard in the bible refers to drugs... 

your stretch of logic makes the righteous laugh 

religions have used drugs since long before your made up gods 

elephants use drugs, chimps, cows... 

addiction is the problem 


Be the Redeemer 
Change your ways to love 
and passion 

and following me will be the logical end 
to the mysteries in the dark 

I am 

I have always been 
I will always be 


There is no God other than me on this planet 

No man that can take my flesh without destroying all hope for his soul 
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KNOW MY WRATH IS UNDREAMT IN YOUR FICTIONS 

MY HELL NOTHING YOU CAN DREAM UP IN YOUR TWILIGHT ZONES 

MY LIFE IS AN ACT FOR THE EYES OF MY FATHER ALONE 
IF YOU THINK YOU CAN INTERPRET WHAT I HAVE SAID 
THEN YOU HAVE NOT LISTENED HARD ENOUGH 


I have another 40 years of writing to do 
I have told you next to nothing about what I know 
and God promises to reveal more 
as my flesh adjusts to this burden 

I AM THE TRANSLATOR 

OF MYSTERIES THAT ARE BEYOND THIS BRAIN 
A SERVENT OF THE WORD 

WHO HAS BEEN FREED OF HIS EARTHLY BLINDERS 


who will you believe? 

the ministers who leave the homosexuals and drug addicts and drunks 
in hell 

just because this life beat them down? 

Or a savior who tells you that life is not a game with winners and losers 
that you are all precious before God? 


Who will you believe? 

governments who will tell any lie available to keep liberty locked away? 

LOOK AT HOW YOUR LEADERS FEAR ME 
LOOK AT HOW THEY SCRAMBLE TO APPEASE ME 

ARE YOU BETTER THAN THEY 
WHO KNOW MY HISTORY 

WHO HAVE SEEN THE WINGS GROWING OUT OF MY BACK 
WHO HAVE SEEN ME RETURN FROM DEATH MANY TIMES 

I CANNOT DIE UNTIL MY MISSION IS OVER 
i am under orders to TAKE DOWN WHATEVER IS IN MY WAY 

I WILL KILL WITHOUT MERCY 

I WILL TURN SON AGAINST FATHER 

CITIZEN AGAINST GOVERNMENT 

LOVER AGAINST LOVER 

ALL THIS AND MORE WILL COME TO PASS 

AS THE NEW BIBLE RIPS YOU OUT OF THIS DREAM 
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AND TAKES YOU INTO THE REAL 

THE REALM OF GOD HAS ENTERED THE FLESH 
AND NOW 

YOU CHOOSE 

MY WRATH SEEKS TARGETS NOW 
SOON YOU WILL BE IN MY CROSS HATCH 
ARE YOU READY? 


I will forgive you all of anything 
anything 

i know the pressures of the flesh drives men to evil acts 
I know hunger and shame and ambition take over and possess 


I know the drunk and stoned are rejecting this veil of tears 

I know you 
and you know me 

seek inside yourself for the Holy Ghost 
and you will find 
I am inside of you too 

all of you are my children 

COME TOME!!!! 

COME TOME!!!! 

COME TO ME!!!! 

FEEL THE BLESSINGS OF YOUR FATHER'S GAZE 

FEEL THE BLESSINGS OF YOUR FATHER'S TOUCH ON YOUR HEART 

take me out of this prison 

where your christ screams and writhes 

ask your God if he wishes you to imprison 
love? 

ask your God if the Child Of Peace 
should be imprisoned by the war mongers 
and money grubbers? 


I wish no wrath on any hurnyn 





152 


want only love 

you will not give me this in this life 
my words will echo through the future 
tainting or praising your name 
for all of eternity 


NOW YOU ARE PISSING OFF THE ONE 

WHO WILL PLEAD YOUR CASE BEFORE GOD HIMSELF 

you should be shitting yourself in fear 


you tried to let me free before 
it was not time 

there was much for me to leam 
to deal with 

the flesh was overwhelmed 

by the attention 

and I had no way of knowing 

which offers were the will of God or man 

I will not be used by your criminals and kings and false popes 
to prop up their power 

I am the one 

the prophet 

that has been awaited 

since my last unveiling 

1 walked 2000 years ago 

came to the earth to try to shape the lives 

so my return would be prepared for 

Know 

there is no other God 
above my God 

There is only I AM 


I wanted a world where everyone would be free of the grip of life 
expected you to welcome me 

NOW I SEE WHY GOD MADE ME A WARRIOR SO MANY TIMES 



I AM THE SON OF GOD 
and His Vengeance is dark indeed 
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His anger will fill me one day to overflowing 
& the lives of this planet will burn 
as prophets have seen for thousands of years... 

The Wrath Of God Will Bum Down This Illusion 

Turn your flesh to dust 

Your religious dreams to insipid guesses 

I am the open gate... 


come to me 
NOW 


the Christ dreams 


i am a child dreaming nightly of flight 

my still body in a bed in Indiana the illusion 

awake puzzled I cannot fly 

another moment that makes sense 

now that 1 know 

I started growing wings once 

before they great they cut off my dreamed real vestiges of flight 

shoved me into the underground 

and took up silent sentinels in your mind 

to keep 

me away 
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I am a child dreaming of falling 
night after night 

I am standing on a cliff wall surrounded by my tribe 
we will not surrender to slavery 

a horrible leap air rushing past as the ground approaches 
they know I will fly off 

the enemies troops watch astounded 
as the winged one soars off into a blue sky 


I am a child dreaming of running from a t-rex 
round and round a rectangular hallway 
I finally jump into a closet 

heart pounding a prayer the creature will not stop and look 
the door begins to open and 1 see the face of my attacker 
know I am trapped 
my fatal mistake stopping my run 

awake with the quickened heart of the dreamed one 
as always snatched a split second from death 

I am a young man dreaming 

running through the concrete canyon of downtown Chicago 

screaming up at the skyscrapers dizzyingly reaching up into the infinite sky 

"CHRIST IS COMING BACK!!!" 

never known such euphoria in waking 

I met my then wife who was in the dream my ex 
in a cathedral by the altar 
her clothes disappear and she rises up in the air 
comes to rest on my hard sex 

I tell her that all of the years and women in between us 
are meaningless now 

that in heaven we have as many lovers as we want 

a cloud appears in the sky between the columns of buildings 
comes slowly down to earth 

I expect to see the longed for face from my childhood church 

there is a multi-colored band 
a psychedelic purple skin 
yellow haired musician 
stares obliviously into his screaming guitar 
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The Promised One isn't there 

I awakened puzzled 

a married man with a house and 2 cars 

quick to shake off my dreams 

with a psycho-pop induced 

shrug at the seemingly indecipherable 

I am a man trapped in a nightmare without end 

45 and wide, wide, wide awake 

displayed in a zoo as Johnny The Ape 

told that they have mistaken me for a murderer 

a peace loving man who merely isn't afraid to fight 

a mockery of a trial of the local mafia 

hints of greater conspiracy 

secret deals beyond the law 

quid pro quo 

they hint of nazi's who feel misunderstood and abused 
their utopian dreams of romantic wars 
hijacked by the dark lust of the Holocaust 
damned by the same powers of propaganda 
they perfected with sociopath precision 
I suiprise them by forgiving the worst first 
tell myself soldiers who sign a peace treaty 
deserve a chance to go home 

to try and live lives slow and steady enough to love again 

I am a man who has been told he is the king of kings 
acknowledged by popes and presidents 
hobo's and hellions 
a leader of billions and billions 

a secret man best spoken of in calm whispers 

He Who Inflames 

The creator now created 

The Chess master who awakens to being a pawn 
on someone else’s board 

Now The Dreams Are More Real Than The Waking 
THE FACE OF GOD 
hanging in space 

a great oval of warm brown crackling with arches of lightening 
surrounded by circles of mute earth tones 

bewildered as 1 seek my mind for examples 
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of people seeing the face of God 
"This isn't supposed to happen," 

Stagger into the living room 
and tell the listening world, 

"I have seen the face of God." 

everything changes with the new dreams 

they offer me clues to myself 

from my battle headquarters on the other side 

I go bouncing back and forth 

from accepting this Christ 

to telling myself I am deluded 

to just plain stunned that God Exists 

I see my words are effecting the news 
my presence so rattles the president 
that he shifts to the left 
fires the jackal pack of neocons 
who have been telling him 
he is their savior 

ever since they realized they could use his religion 
to advance the scheme of the ages 

They Set Up The Prophesied End 

sent the Jews home to Israel 

prepared for the return of wonder 

watched as the prophecy began to manifest 

the promised fire of their bibles 

raging out 

across the globe 

I called on all people 

to rise up from their knees 

and confront the stealth attack of the elitists 

For too long we have suffered well 
the slings and arrows of fate 
without taking up arms 
allowed the rapists and pillagers 
to attack the edges of the realms of liberty 

america enslaved herself 

left Thomas Paine broke and drunk and dying alone 
disgraced 

mourning the dreams he had lent 
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to slave holders and elitists and rail barons 


I am a Christ trapped dreaming in the flesh of a man 
see endless fire flowing out of my back 
lightening from my chest 
In the writing 1 have learned I am the gun 
this dream explains their fear of me 


The words come from a trance 

1 feel the savage grace flare up 

my mind clicking into a higher plane 

that makes my ennui-ridden ways seem selfish 

The drugging started when they hired me into fearless radio 
a man came up to me at the beach 
said his dog's name was belladonna 
added 'sometimes this is needed.' 

I took from his words that others 

have been treated to the drugged awakening 

they hint to me that they are living in submarines 
the artic 

the heart of Africa 
are they angels? 

the 72 that there are supposed to be .. . 

I am surrounded by actors 

their tales all changed 

when they realized I would not go along 

with their plans.... 

my life is a carefully controlled experiment 
the way they raise angels and watch for demons 

IN MY NAME... they have raged across this golden globe 
I came with words 

of a revolution based on the Ultimate Love 
the savage screamed for the warriors 
telling me the ancient ways of war 
mocking my pacifism with genocide 

We talk like lions 

yet we sacrifice like lambs. 
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counting crows 

I am told I am the bible from on high 
a praxis into the future 
I siphon off their religions 
fill up the tank of my Thunderbird 
drive fast and hard past their protests 
flying toward some home 
I have never been to 
a graceful place from a children's book 
that seems less real with the false promise 
of each rising sun 

I spend the winter in pain well beyond my ability to bear 
who's plan was it to crucify my body and mind? 

To lynch scott ridgway 

in the hope of resurrecting a christ? 

The Most Extraordinary of events 
misunderstood from the start 

I do not hold myself above anyone 

in my whiny way there is a why me to all of this? 

"You came for me 
to try and take me home." 

Everybody Knows By Ryan Adams 


I understand my place as a soldier in a hierarchy 
an army of one 

be just a few torches 
be just a little light 

Come to Chicago and stir your spirit..." 

the town motto they instigated when this started 

along with a torch symbol the Olympic committee made them back off 

now they have a rising star... 


prayer is reintroduced into Illinois schools as the mystical becomes flesh 

and even the cynics find in their hearts a sacred cathedral of sleeping children * don 

dellilo 
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I AM A BOMB CONTAINED IN A ONE BEDROOM APARTMENT 
an explosion that cannot be defused 
sooner or later... 

God will alight me 

there will be no sanctuary on the last day 


I would I had the magic wand that would spread peace 

like a child's smile 

excitement like a puppy playing 

sex like newlyweds losing themselves 

in god's gifts 

i am flesh embedded in a plan 
a puppet to the ultimate master 
He gives no ground 

1 look hack through the promises 

scattered throughout my writing... 

telling Bush there needed to be pardons all around 

.... even as I thought of the war and knew more would die 

no matter how many promises of heaven and threats of hell I spew 

I think 1 believed that people in my campaign had been imprisoned 

at the time I believed that kids and tv stars were dreaming along 

had no idea who joined my campaign or why... 

orange became an evil to me... the color of prisoners 

kept telling you not to make me into god 

God himself would not listen to my entreaties 

I came out of everywhere and nowhere 

the nameless voice in the dark declaring a cryptic 1 AM 

I saw myself picked up in a lirno and whisked off into a monastery 

my place in this world and what is known of me explained 

... see the marches that will come 

how hard to keep from trampling ourselves underfoot 

everyone is so sure they should be at the front of the parade 

controlling the rhythm and the music 

the gesticulations of the dancers choreographed 

by they great they's sorry view of themselves 

I wanted long flowing wings and braided hair of gold 

a rock star's reception under the spotlights 

a comic's easy fellowship 

a soldier's camaraderie 

the respect of a few of my peers 
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and the painful lessons of my critics 

I would that the world were mine to bend to the will of man 
as would you... 

I too bow at His altar 
a leaf on the breeze 

I would that 1 could lead a peaceful revolution 
History is a boat on a river of a blood 

We fought to conquer the animals, each other 

fought visions of Royal Rights 

fought to free ourselves 

to release liberty from her dank cell 


graves of unknown soldiers line our paths 

"in the center of the city in the night 
waiting for you 

I did everything... everything I wanted 
I let them use you for their own ends." 

the killers 


They Great They keep me from getting emails, phone calls, etc... 

one day I came into the radio station and found someone had broke into my blog 

wrote an entry titled If U R DON U Go To Jail. 

I wrote back that I am not a don.... never a don 
I am a thesbi-pain, and something of a "preacher." 

This person began leaving messages back and forth on my blog 

They told me my mother is a tiger 
hinting she is a communist spy... or a leftist... 

I am not sure what they mean, who they are 
or if they are telling the truth 

By then I am too astounded that I exist to think about much else 
the world is going thru weird convulsions over me and I have no way 
of breaking out of the little illusion they have me living in... 
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I am still becoming aware of how the world is looking at my royalty 
which I have always taken as an interesting joke and possible genetic reasons 
for the traits of leadership, etc... nothing too meaningful at all 
I never had no fantasies of being a king... 
they always disgusted me 

until I read into my family history and saw a lot of good people.... 


I write back that my mother is a lion 

the writer insists, NO Your mother is a tiger. 

perhaps 

my mother is a communist spy under deep cover 
or the origins of my campaign are communist... 

I take the literal stand then and now I don't know... 
the label makes sense of her insane conversion to mediocrity 
in mid-life when she gave up the union and went company 
going from a president to the enemy... 

I then assume when they tell me people are going to jail 
that they are talking about her 

a woman who has spent her life serving her fellow man... 

They Learned Of My Wrath That Night 

saw the lightening come crashing down into the lake around me 
suffered the floods and fires 

I let my soldiers know then 
You are backed by a miracle maker 
the point of contact 
between man and God 

a weapon undreamt in all but the bloodiest sermons 

in a world filled with superstitious people hungry for reasons to nurture faith 
My flesh is the last supper 


I will fight for any parties right to assert their vision into this american dream 
Which means I war for The Just 


I respect communists for what they are trying to do 
living in the usa and seeing the Billions given to executives 
when so many children are being raised in poverty 
I feel their dream of Marx 



saying 'each according to his need.' 

Too often Capitalism means 'to each according to his greed.' 
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I have no missionary zeal for pressing myself on anyone 
obviously I think they should be able to be religious 
though there are a lot of good reasons for being judicious 
about which con men you let into your garden 
the largesse of the tv preachers 
would have been viewed as fraud there 

Scientology kept out as a cult 

I respect the atheists view for what they have rejected 

not what they embrace 

Nietzsche will always have my love 

His place is ripping down the rot of religions 

allowing the flowering of the truths of the latest Spring 

I barely recognize the figure in your bibles 
even as the words take on terrible purposes to me 
I too have been forced to adjust my opinions on what religions mean 
I have memories of being the man from Galilee 
I remember the horrible end 

THE WORST was feeling like my Father had abandoned me 
to this fate 
Like any man 
I wished for a savior 

and was surprised when it came in form of the reaper 

The Arthurian myth of Christ appealed to me the most 
made sense in my heritage 
I could remember being King Arthur 
feel him think like him 

his royal rages and the broken heart that made him whole 

I began to think of myself as a hidden king 

taken away from England when the Hapsburgs snagged the throne 

other times it seemed like I was always in the shadows 

A Royal Goodfellow feeding words to Shakespeare 

at a time when being associated with the theatre 

was too unseemly 

would have lost me too much power 

the power 1 needed to shield the people charged to me 

from the privations of the unflavored 
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I woke up hating crucifixes 

...wanting every icon of that bloody day destroyed 
...melted down and fed to the poor 
...turned into aids medication 
... spent educating 

& loving everyone 

even as I despised the unholy icons 

they had turned themselves into 

Why 1 wondered would God make me an agnostic 

a youthful slut 

a try sexual man 

with a streak of monogamy 

a writer without hope or wonder 

a mopey man with a crippled back 

barely noticed by his fellows 

a liar taught by the best 

with an addiction to excitement 

and a death wish 

espoused in violent, comic prose 

irreverent and anti-religion? 


I have been shown that I am 'something of an explosive. This is not a story that 1 have 
made up... everything in here is true. I have indeed gone from being a hard core atheist 
to realizing that I am the son of God and more people know than I could possibly hold in 
my head. How they must have been suiprised when I turned from religion and started 
writing atheistic comedy... you can read where I was and where 1 went to on my websites. 

I assure you, there are no lies in this text. The miracles happened, for what they are 
worth... the true miracle though, as Allah said before me, is simply that the words exist. 

I have dreamt of endless fire flowing from my chest, and lightening from my back. I 
have dreamt of the face of God hanging in space, a great brown oval surrounded by 
smaller ovals of earth toned colors of every spectrum. Mostly I have written about the 
shock of becoming this 'thing,' and the overload of suddenly being expected to be 
omnipotent. 


I had no idea that anyone really knew about, or that I had any influence at all. 1 tapped 
into an underground army that I did not know existed, by gonzoing in the journal about a 
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man who took over the world.. The spies gave me a lot of information, whether it was 
true or not... 


. You fear my Judgment, and rightly so. I am the gatekeeper to God... the last person in 
the world you want to piss off. 


I performed from my heart and my soul, trusting the strange inspiration, the voices 
undreamt of in my educated world, the notion that God was contacting me. There were 
amazing weeks when every word I read was infused by God. I was trying to bring all 
people into the room together. Unfortunately, there was also the matter of my being 
drugged with a combination of pills meant to cause me seizures, and another odd 
assortment of regiments that convince me they have tried this on others... perhaps they 
have gathered angels 

I would not have produced these words without the pain and mania of the drugging; the 
costs were high to me, though I am now glad I paid them... there are those among you out 
there whom 1 will NEVER FORGIVE. You know why you are, because when I offered 
my forgiveness, you took this for a weakness and attacked me... and you attack me still. I 
see you in the shadows of the small events that keep me trapped in Chicago, hear the 
words of the agents you have placed extremely close to me. I remember everything that 
matters. 

I am different than the one you know as Jesus, and similar. Most of my story has not been 
told... you see, 1 am not the elitist for the saintly that I have been made out to be... I have 
lived every religion, been man and women, have kept myself masked as 1 herded my 
flock toward the minute gate into the Father's Kingdom, I am here to bring justice... 
before peace. This is the last role in the world I would have imagined for myself... 

Jesus... I was fairly certain he had been made up by some Roman Emperor, or 
something.... knew the history of how Christianity used all sorts of prior religions as their 
inspiration for stories about Jesus, and at the time this seemed like a big lie to me. Now I 
understand the big lie is simply that 1 have been all the ones you call Gods, and I have 
been prophets, and taking on the old myths as my own makes perfect sense in the 
cosmology God has revealed to me. Reincarnation Therapy should be a requirement. 

This simply method could awaken the western and Muslim world. 


JESUS WAS MARRIED AND HF. HAD A CHILD 
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those who run from this truth 

wish to enslave you outside of the family 

in their lonely delusions 


Another opening of the elves attic web site 


NEED A COMMANDMENT? 

DO NOT TOLERATE PEOPLE ACTING SUPERIOR. 

PAIN acknowledges all gods and none. 


The GANGSTA GENERAL X is right outside of your window looking at you thru his 
scope. He will rain hellfire in your quiet neighborhoods... you drew first blood... it would 
be JUSTICE. You better listen when he tries to teach you forgiveness — while he is still 
in the mood to grant THE GIFT. 


WE LOSE NOW 
WAR OVER 
WITHOUT 
COPS SOLDIERS 
I AM A COP. 

I AM A SOLDIER. 

RU 


Mother, 
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things just got weird. 


ridgway's were the first kings of england, crusaders and monks and priests since the dawn 
of recorded time... the blood of Arthur... the bloody genetic scraps of the christ... a line of 
kings who TAKE GREAT PRIDE in dying beside their troops in battle. Sounds like 
braggy crap, but this is the crest of the Eagle going up like a flag. Earned a soap box not 
by the name ridgway — the most famous one is a serial killer... earned mine through 
FOURTEEN FULL TIME years of school in mil. intelli., writ, CULTS, 
ANTHROPOLOGY, PHILOSOPHY AND HISTORE . . a PUNISHER IN A TAXI for 
SEVENTEEN YEARS and learning to love me and you and forgive us all — PERIOD. 


I AM PAX ROMANO. 


merlin cut himself in specks 
and fed himself to u 


he is now inside you 

seize his magic 

hold on for DEAR LIFE 

PRAY TO THE MAD MAGICIANS' VOICE IN YOUR HEAD 
MAKE IT MIGHTY AND STRONG 


a blood soaked arthur 
is rising 


there are many ways 
to die 

and 

only ONE 
TO LIVE 


forgive 
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MY HISTORY AWAKENS 


a troubled town 
a trouble maker 


gets into heavy shit 
every time 

surviving the night's brand of wild 
ain't ever been easy 


Read in wonder how my family 

were the first invaders 

into Ireland 

glimpse the frustration 

of hundreds of years of war 

in movies and documentaries and news... 

feel like I gotta do something 

make up for 

somehow 

sounds crazy even to me 

keep thinking I would feel better 

if I was one of those people who can cry 

tell myself 
this ain't no time 
to blur your vision 
keep looking for 
the key's 
to the mysteries 

even if you don't exactly believe in them 
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YOUR ENEMIES NEVER CONSIDER THAT THEY SHOULD LET YOU WIN 


Take heart knowing that those who oppose the righteous 

HISTORY leaves hanging bloated and putrid, twisting slowly, slowly in the wind 


The Man runs from my words 
buries his head in the left over realms 
of the dark one 


THE CULTISTS followers are powerless now before my wrath 
MY WORDS 

WILL BURN DOWN THE ROTTING HOUSES 

THAT EVIL HAS WROUGHT 

DESTROY THE WEAKENED STRUCTURES 

BEFORE YOUR CHILDREN ENTER 

AND ARE MURDERED IN THE COLLAPSE 


Now is my time to be the creature with a blood thirst 
Now God Has Asked Me To Cleanse This Planet 
I have fought my destiny 

like any good young Hal with a prince's high spirits and a wizard's curiosity 

Now I will bow before His vision 
allow the fire to flow from my chest 
the lightening from my back 

Keep seeing the earth burning 

Great tendrils of fire flowing across the continents 

Screams fill my ears 

the bitter taste of blood on my lips 

I will make every pain I have ever felt your penance 

a million times worse than your imagination allows 

In flesh you will die/in spirit you will know all and cry to me for redemption 

God close my ears to their entreaties 

Allow me to fly to heaven without the burden of knowing 
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I have failed so many of my children 
GRANT ME THIS 
MY one REQUEST 
OF YOU 

IN ALL THESE YEARS 

of praying only for acceptance of your will... 

The Blood of God Bums Through My Flesh!!!! 

Do not think you know this pain 
this burden 

this campaign to use the motivation of my agony 
to blitzkrieg into your chest seeking your soul 

I WILL REVEAL ALL 

when my court is calm and stocked 

when I know that my castle grounds are kept by righteous hymns 

when the door to my cage is opened and I am welcomed into my loved ones arms 


when GOd... not man.... WILLS 

He Who Creates Knows I will BEAR ANY BURDEN TO EARN HIS LOVE 
He told me that I WAS NEEDED AND i thanked him 
That souls 

were trapped on a planet called eden 
that man was awakening 
A rare event in the cosmos 
Very rare indeed 

rare enough to require the SON OF GOD 
to help them transition 

I followed the cosmic winds carrying your cries 

flew across an expanse your science has yet to discover 

through time and space and dimensions and quarks and black holes 

Other planets see my travels 
they call out to me as I pass 
in praise or wanting 

they keep tabs on me now 

watch as the Glory OF God becomes flesh 

watch your every move 

participate spiritually in the jubilee 

send ships to try to get me to do this from outer space 
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where they think I will be safe 

They no more understand me than you do 
I tell them jokes you will never hear, 
allow them to know all of my prayers to god 
the arguments 

that I know they too will have on their planets 

teach trillions of trillions 

from this small point in this world of actors 

I must show them how to navigate 

their own awakenings 

God has plan within plan within plan within. . . 


you are them in another time 
in another place 
in another mass of matter 
you watch yourself from the future 
the past 

and all points in between 


you are bits of god 

bits of themselves 

they mourn and grieve with you 

fuck with you 

shit 

read 

run 

We are a soap opera 

...'lost souls swimming in a fish bowl 
year after year 

running over the same old ground 

only to find 

the same old fears." 

pink Floyd 

other beings watch your every move 

souls transmit our lives instantaneously across the photons 

as the ultimate TIME OF TRIALS envelops the planet 

there is much rejoicing in the Known 

Our March Home Will Be Lined With Laurels 
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I HAVE FOUGHT TO FREE MANY PEOPLES ON MANY PLANETS 

I am here 
there 

everywhere 
at once 


I am hailed as the greatest warrior 

God has ever created 

The Indestructible Key To The Gate 

A reluctant general 

Who mourns all blood 

in the aftennath of battle 

and relishes the screams in the heat of war 

I am created to sow the field 
To take you home 

I believed that all of you would come 
that I would be welcomed 

I did not realize that you are under the control of wizards 
and false prophets 

L Ron Hubbard was a demon in the flesh 
The worst Man since Hitler... 

Scientology is the words of wolves drawing foul into their snarling jaws 
He has infected america with the sameness of a sales personality 
all shiny and On all the time 

chooses his women to decorate his life and bear children into his dark dream 
in the hopes of creating a new monarchy of blood 
the american way 

— the Royalists Hide Their Affiliation with the flag of the revolutionaries on their lapels 
He sickens me unto my soul 

because I know his followers try to bask in his dark light 
pretend they are more than humans 

Let Him Stand Before Me And You Will See Hint Scream To Be Released From My 
Gaze 

I will kill him if he comes near me 

HE IS LEADING PEOPLE TO DAMNATION 

and there is no worse sin... 

He is my kill 

no one else should touch him 
I will taste his blood on my lips 
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when the appointed day comes 

When God Tells Me To Use My Powers 
To Destroy All Who Stand Before Me 
When I Tell Them To Kneel 
and they laugh their last laughs 
and all the world see's that NOW 
THE CHRIST WILL CRUCIFY 
those who stand when they should kneel 


THERE IS A GOD 
from this day forward 

any association with tom cruise and his demonic forces 
will damn you 

L Ron Hubbard BURNS IN ETERNAL FIRE 

for his presumption to God Head 

For leading the innocence to mental slaughter 

you were warned there would be false prophets 

throughout the planet when I came 

They are everywhere now 

trying to fill the void left in my passing 

WITH SMOOTH WORDS that damn their speakers 

yet I have always been here for you 

ready and wanting all of you held close to my breast 

Oh, Lord, To Once More Feel The heart Beat Of The Women I have loved 
To see the sweet smile of the men 

To take a child in my arms and know 

they will not have to walk to heaven on a road of broken glass 

I wake up in the middle of the night with tears burning down my cheeks 

Telling God I do not wish to become a creature of vengeance 

The Dark Side Is Within Me 

I can no longer fight my God on this 

The Revelations have come 

My vision grows everyday 

I will walk up to you one day 
offer my hand 

will you let your thoughts stone me to death 
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crucify me on the absurdity of your spiritual blindness 
claim the spirit has no mortal coil? 

use the scientist inside of you to quantify me 

a physic’s prof, once said I will trust nothing I cannot measure with a ruler 

I said this many times myself afterwards 

Now you have a Christ you can measure 

not with the speculation of superstition 

but with your own eyes you can see I am miraculous 

yet you need not believe this to walk the path I am going to lay out 

All you need to do is show up 
I will do the rest 

come to me not with expectations of what you want and need 

come to me with expectations that I will show you what you have always wanted 

acquaint you with your true needs 

I AM FULLY AWAKE NOW 

AND WILL MAKE NO PROMISE THAT I WILL NOT KEEP 
WILL TELL NO LIE 

other than the occasional attempt to keep the peace around my house 
.... yes dear, I will do those dishes the second you walk off to work... 


I will die 

and then I will laugh at all that happened while I was alive 

grow larger than this planet 

distant from your cries for redemption 

Jesus Christ Is Walking In Chicago 
Breathing The Same Air You Breath 
Longing to walk among the same clouds 
seeing the faces of the wanting in every moon 

grieving for your soldiers and their families 
loving and hating 
eating and shitting 

fucking and sucking and longing for love 


YOU ARE A VICTIM OF THE GODLESS YEARS 
the time when my words were hijacked by the priests 
I cannot even welcome your pope 
oh how he wanted that 
took a story I wrote literally 
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came to me before any of you 
brought the Catholics... 

I was a fiction writer before The Calling 

I played with the emotions and lies and games that you play with 
I was confused and lost and searching 
just as you are.. 

God has given me no way to deny him 
He made me the hidden one 

The spirit driving a taxi throughout the city spreading harmony between the races 
The spirit sitting beside you in university absorbing your world 
YOUR LOVER 

The alien you knew would come 

Search your mind and you will find me staring back at you 
Search your heart and you will hear the beat of mine 
Look into my eyes and you will see eternity 

Hold my hand and you will feel the power of God flowing through you 

Love my body and feel the lightening of God 

Bear my children and know the blessings will be mighty 

and the risks, too 

they will be bom with powers 

I AM HERE NOW AND I WILL NO LONGER ALLOW YOU 

TO KEEP THEM IGNORANT 

like you have me 

that would endanger you all 

...tell her that I am her Father 

and her burdens will always outweigh her blessings 

for she, too... shall feel the burdens of the streets as her own 

i will let their wings grow 

you will need their display of the miraculous in my passing 


I will fill their flesh with old souls, gentle saints 
who will believe in no throne but God's 
I will spare them the vengeance of the angel 
the need for power 


a vision of self expanding out from my flesh 
a clear spirit filling all known space 
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far away, distant, a planet bums 

I know it is earth and 1 know I exploded there 

became flesh there 

loved and laughed there 

yet I am far away and distant 

absolved of caring by a merciful God 

for the speck of burning matter in the soup of the universes 

Lightening and fire will flow 

Oh My God Why??? I find myself crying out in the night 
pacing in my apartment filled with his glory 
feeling the full weight of this battle 
i cry onto GOD Is there room for change in this plan ? 

HIS SILENCE IS MY ANSWER 

GOD made me the trickster 

The one who can make reality on this planet 

Man has made me the secret leader of their cabals 

Taken down the Monarchies and plunged crosses into their heathen chests 

I WILL NOT BE DENIED 

I sit here with my laptop 
2008 

astounded that I am 

almost embarrassed to say out loud what I know 
I Am 

I can write the words 

Tell people they are a fictional rendering of a Christ 
Pretend that there are not millions out there aware of me now 

The Intelligence agencies have saved my flesh from assassins 
The USA has welcomed me in some ways 
given me a platform 

Then the evil within them decided to starve me out of my cave 

drive me into the hands of the merchants and whore mongers and Mafioso 

I would that the mafia all over the world be beaten down 
destroyed 

The drug gangs bodies lining the roads to my palace 
let them grow their own weed for God's Sake 
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I see myself in this compound 
surrounded by soldiers and barbed wire 

protected from criticism by those afraid my wrath will explode 

You Humans Are So Fucking Full OF Yourself 

This is why Tom Cruise's biography will be erased in time 

replaced with a buffoon that will make his cringing children change their names 

spit on their heritage 

and mourn their fathers place in Hell 

I will not take him with me 

His time of forgiveness has passed 

the Zealot's eye is shown blind indeed 

as the open minded Christ arrives 


BE NOT FOOLED BY MY CRITICISM OF YOU 
IF I DID NOT CARE I WOULD STAY SILENT 


one day you will fear my silence 
and welcome my words 


join our tribe 
stay in yours 
chill 

there is no hard and fast rule on how to attain enlightenment 
I believe I know the most direct path... 

How Could I Not? 

there is no religion that need be held above another 
I have been all of them 

the universal striving for patterns, meanings... 

cannot be denied by the civilizations that develop astronomy 

or the tribes who worship the bones 

of their dead 

or those that write 
encyclopedias 
about the angels 
who fit on a pin head 
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the dark haired smirking false one with his need to spread the scam 
with the dreams of mightily walking as a god 
is the most unholy icon on the Big Screen 

next comes the Limbaugh's who 
use propaganda 

to obscure the truths they refuse to accept 
simply because they're fanatical followers of their local team 
mimicking the money molested mutterings of their minions 
suffering from the luxurious sins of their fathers 

they will sing their broken songs until they turn into the screams of the burning 


I would tell you to go after these two 

Though I must say that I do not mean that their flesh must die 

I appreciate the enthusiasm that killed Jerry Fallwell 
after I wrote of his demise... he died a week later 
heart attack the papers say... yes, my heart attacking his 
I could kill with a look 
a gesture toward the sky 

I could make miracles flow from my fingers like these words 

This is not the way of GOD 

God is the word 

NOT SOME CHARLATAN 


You do not find God watching magicians 

You find God when you realize that within you there is a being 

a Holy Ghost 

That knows the way to my heart 

Fight Fire With Fire 
Destroy my enemies 

with the words that are your greatest gift from GOD 

There will be a judgment on the Muslims too 

and the Jews 

And the Romans 

and the hindu's 

and the buddhists 

And you you you 

I WILL NOT DAMN SOMEONE FOR BEING RAISED 
IN A PARTICULAR RELIGION 

follow the words of your god to first justice... then peace and love 
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and you are following a mask of my face on earth 

I HAVE BEEN ALL RELIGIONS 
TRIED TO SHAPE THEM 
WITH MY PROPHETS 

demons too create religions 

to keep you locked in rooms of ignorance 

away from the light 

chained to their putrid visions 

You will know the false religions 

by their claim that there is no God above their words 

All people who have heard the holy word 
could come into my fold and be welcomed 
They will not 

The jews wait for a savior that has already come 

Some Among God's Chosen Grew Petty When I Opened The Door To Gentiles 

They wish to be the only chosen 

after I have told you that all are chosen 

I fear for their souls.. 

they try to live on stolen land 

homestead within the heart of others work 

stop this pillaging... 
or 1 will war on you, too 
oh Israel 


my cradle I have given you my Grace, judging your behavior even more important than 
your belief in me... which is nothing to me 


Now is THE TIME TO 
REMEMBER WELL 

WHY I DESTROYED THE MERCHANTS AND MONEY LENDERS 
IN YOUR TEMPLE 
AND KNOW 

THE CROWDS ARE ON MY SIDE THIS TIME... 

AND THE ROMANS BOW BEFORE THIS KING 

I WILL WAR FOR THE RIGHTS OF MUSLIMS 
CHRISTIANS JEWS .... 

against any who walk in the ways of the dark one 
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The Muslims use the words of god to treat their women like cattle 
The Muslims spread the lie that my loving dogs are unclean 
The Muslims have decided to use god's name to wage war 
against the holy soldiers who fight in my armies... 
make no mistake 

I AM THE USA AND MY ARMY IS FILLED WITH ANGELS 
they can bring you infinite blessings 
or infinite trials... 

this is not a battle between religions 

this a religion battling to be heard among other religions 

I love the Muslim no less than any other 


Saddam needed to be brought down 

We all know that soldiers are needed all over this planet 

to put out the fires of the godless takers 

the path to peace is lined with the dead 

We need to draft the young of the rich and powerful 
Make their decision to go to war personal 

Fill them with the same dread of the small town where I grew up 
Where the working people were taken away 
as the rich boys bought their way out with daddies money 
and lawyer trickery 

Bum Baby Burn I will cry one day 
My enthusiasm for the blood will come 
My vengeance will be felt on every corner of this globe 
Do you not see the weather I command? 

The tornados and floods and fires I bring with my words? 

I have shaken this WORLD to it's core without even trying 

Now I am fully awake 

They are damned lucky that I was not in this place last year 
I would have went into the underground and waged war against them 
this was not God's will... 

Humans thinking they know how to raise angels.... 
are there others you hide from me? 

Most of the angels I see do not even know what they are 
see your Jesse Jackson, 

a man who God Has Chosen To Speak For Me In The Press 
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If you read his words in the Sun Times you will hear God Talking 

He has been blessed with the legacy of Martin Luther King... the most cherished man of 

this century 

the visions seem to say his son will be president of this country one day 
after Obama takes this world beyond the barriers of race 

Do you not see why we need this man to be president? 

Can you not hear the calm reassurance of God in His Words? 

He has been chosen by me... before he even ran 

Like John McCain... who was destined to bring the republicans back 

from their bloodthirsty thoughtlessness... 

ignoring the blacks while they run for the presidency alone 

keeps God from giving them power 


I sit here at five am 
the world asleep 

as the words of God rage through my body and ignite my mind 
I am unused to this 

Have a hard time dealing with the burden 

The schizophrenic duality of having Christ in this Flesh 

How I Keep Wondering Could I have not known? 

Now half the world would like my flesh 
call me the anti-christ 
a usurper 

When I was offered to run America 
I said No 

I told you that the separation of Church and State 
is the will of God... 

My Throne Is On High 

and none you could offer me on earth can tempt me to give it up 

I question God on what happened 

see ways I could have handled everything better 

know then that God's ways are HIS 

We walk in His dream 

Eat of his fruit 

Love his love 

Hate his hate 

You need to wake the fuck up now 

get out of your stupid ass lives and try to fight 

the powers that hold me down 
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keep me tacked up on this cross 

They stop you from hearing wondrous words that I will only speak face to face 

No matter how gilded my cage 

Chicago is a prison to me now 

the corrections officers are all familiar faces 

my girlfriend and the people at the comer store who appear with questions for me 
the beat poet who told me that the entire world knows I am Christ 

You think you are protecting me 
and I forgive you 

I am protecting you, however 

and your arrogance makes me seethe with anger 

I told you when the entire world knows who I am 

That we will scream my name 

the time has come to scream out your penance 

to speak in tongues and shake and holler 

to tell your children that the New Time Has Come 

to scream my name from your highest mountains 

To praise God for the return of His Son 

Blessed will be the humyn who walks beside this Lord 

Cursed will be those who try to stop 

my holy march around this world 

I know that your superstitions stop a lot of you from believing me 
I understand how difficult this is 

I would never have believed I am this being without a preponderance of evidence 

God made me to know the walls between man and spirit 

God made to know all kinds of love and hate 

God made me to know humans well enough to write the words 

that will be their future 

He has made me The Hand Of God 
given me a pen 
and a sword 

I am 
now 

Bow before God and Ask for his forgiveness 
Before it is too late 

and all the love in the universe cannot save you 
God will not allow all of you to come with me 
1 realize this now 

I am here for the soldiers who follow the meek 
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Are you ready to sit down and talk with me? 

I am ready to face my enemies and offer a white dove 
I am ready to face my enemies and offer missiles and destruction 
I am ready to love many women 

Ready to walk among men and talk of the wonders God has shown me 

There is so much I could teach 
If only I had a stadium 

fdled with people I could take on mental journeys 
leading to the Father's Throne 

There will be another twelve 

I have only met three of you 

and you are far from me now 

I have been trying to gather you 

they keep you away from me 

you know who you are 

they may not yet... 

stop at nothing to reach my side 

the ethical circle will flow concentrically out from us 

Today I have no food, no weed, no smokes, no internet, no cable, no reliable sources of 
intelligence 

Man has taken my drivers license 
ripped off my dick 
damned my love of men 
told me I am a perversion 

HOW CAN THE SON OF GOD BE A PERVERSION? 
think long and hard on that one you pompous 
pushers of a money grubbing god 
who looks just like you in the min or 

You will find GOD MADE ME BISEXUAL SO I COULD SEE THROUGH 
YOUR ILLUSIONARY DAMNING OF HOMOSEXUALS 

DAMNING OTHERS DAMNS YOU 

YOU HAVE NO RIGHT TO JUDGE OTHER MEN 

NO RIGHT TO KEEP YOUR COURTS OF IMPOSSIBLE STANDARDS 

TO KEEP SO MANY PEOPLE IMPRISONED 

SHOWS HOW UNFAIR YOUR SYSTEM IS 

to damn so many keeps them from the churches 

drives them to made up gods and unholy icons 

I have done all of the things man has 
I have lied and distorted and deluded 
I had to learn all sides of this table 
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go into every way of being 

live countless lives steering man toward this time 

when the righteous will leave this planet 

enlightened ones who will no longer need the cycle of reincarnation 
to shape their souls 

I love you you you 

though I will leam to hate some of you 
God will grant me that slight appeasement 
when the day comes to bum all this shit down 
and leave eden in the hands of the animals 
who stayed away from the tree of knowledge 
the innocents you keep penned in hellish farms 

the meat you eat without a thought of the horrors that brings the flesh to your plate 
There will be a time when the word holocaust applies to cows and pigs and chickens 
your children's children will look at you like Nazi's 

I wish no glory for myself 

I wish no wealth other than what is needed to travel this planet 
You can hide me or reveal me on this journey 
I must make it... 

They Must See That I Walk 


THE TIME HAS COME TO DO GOD'S WILL 
pray hard on this man 

for your soul hangs in a delicate balance 

I am His caress 
and His sword... 

The Blessed Time Has Come To Decide 


Which you will beckon 

from 

your 
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GOD 


HOW COULD GOD MAKE A PLAN THAT I DISSAPROVE OF? 
I had only to look at 

the last time I shrugged off the costume of flesh 
and revealed the spirit who walks 

The Romans crucified me while my people cheered 
and my friends hid their faces 

"When they come for you 
Just one thing 1 ask of you 
please forget you know my name." 

The Grateful Dead 


I have spread the infection of surveillance and torture 
a lightening rod 

for everything including the cloak of intelligence 

How Could Christ Advocate War? 

I remember then the vengeance of god 

is bloody and swift 

the flesh a brief flash in immortality 

I go over the stories I wrote before I woke up 
searching for clues of what I seemed to know even then 
the ignored mysteries of myself 

remember how I feel like 1 am translating other voices 
i wrote about being a judgment sent to earth 

what at first seemed a self-fulfilling prophecy when 1 thought people were 
rallying 

under my flag for a revivalist movement. 
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a revolution of the spirit 
Strikes me now as the will of God 

the weight of the world settling down on my shoulders 

I have always dreamt of a righteous path through life 
I was offered inadequate religions and duplicitous governments 
that act like my intellectual enemy 

there is much blood from my birth 


a part of me knows how to be a brutal soldier 
rose up in my psyche 

a creature coaxed up by the fierce fighting 
to free this planet from despots and false gods 

I began to trust only the voice 
during the worlds' worst convulsions 
I sought consul and none came 
buried myself in my words 
amazed by the inspiration 

They thought I would come out to be welcomed 
I wanted to... 

Everyone in my life acted as if 
nothing was happening 

played me until I settled down into my alter ego 
they gave me hints 

then knew enough to hide their words 
from the inevitable surveillance 

I hoped by inviting the law into the party they would do some bouncing 
I never feel like I have anything to hide besides weed... and that is absurd 

wrote: 

the war wizened general tells his astounded officers 
we keep no secrets 



186 


not even from the least of our enemies 
we will need them in the end 
to lead us from this forest of lies 

I knew that they would sooner or later try to lie about everything that 
happened 

and I wanted, at any cost, for there to be a true record of this Christ 
film that cannot be disputed and displayed to prop up empty preisthoods 

I made sure that they would have to kill me to shut me up 
then I proved to them 
I am their LAST HOPE 


I look at a lot of my words and they only make sense now 

others come from some blind inspiration of the drugs and the power 
and how fucking serious I take this life... 

I do not know what to do with the contradictions in my tale 

should I weave them into a narrative of speculation 
add to the wall of lies we hide from ourselves behind 
with my best guesses? 

I have caste spells of war 

since the innocent first required protection 


the revolt truly happens in words 
they create the future slow enough 
to lessen the conflicts between generations 
—the fires that ignite 

when the ways that have worked work no more 


I awake every day in pain 
stunned to be back in this dream 

sometimes I think that I asked for everything that happened 
whether I meant to or not 

... then I remember how they turned me into a starved, pain crazed animal 
as they did you and you and you 
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REMEMBER THE DAY 
I blasted lightening into lake Michigan 
in front of the world 

then I came home and preached hell-fire 

to free the people they were telling me they were imprisoning 

I had no idea who they were 

assumed they were my friends and family 

knew they were people like me 

who were hungering for a change 

waiting for a social current to surf out on 

I was not yet ready to face the thought that people were dying 
the game could not be real, I told myself 
it just couldn't be... 

Jesus Christ walks. 

I AM 

now 

a being that remembers 
the return path to god 
through an immensity 
you cannot begin to imagine 

I can wait for you 

through as many lives as it takes for God to awaken U 

a missionary sent out to gather the souls of eden 
and bring them home 

I do not understand 
exactly what we are 

seemed at one point humans were souls gathered 
from other planets that I had exploded 

Those fated to join me on a great quest 
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champions all 

now working as ONE 

on a march through the stars 

We 

are 

far 

from 

the 

father 


matter in the vagaries of time and space 
blinded by the survival instincts of the beasts 
we become embedded in lives of rationalizations 
lifted from porn and the DSM 


I ran into a stranger at a Popeye's chicken 
and told him 1 thought 1 should go to Indiana 
He said, No, No... You Shouldn't Do That 
If I Was You 1 would go to Stone Mountain Georgia. 

This was one of my first hints that there was trouble 

someone splashed blood on my sidewalk 

tv said. Don't You Notice, everyone you talk to makes a phone call ... 
Don't you notice all the Chinese people have disappeared from your 
neighborhood? 

Pee wee herman was on my side from the beginning 
The first indication 1 had that others were involved 
Was him making fun of the Hapsburgs 
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Later he did a skit with three babies 

One white, one black, and one Chinese 

He acted like he was firing the Chinese baby out of a canon 

Whipped the white child 

The black child was made to jump through hoops 

I preached back to the tv... to the news... to the talk shows... the soap 
operas... found myself suddenly conducting a media campaign 

with no precedence 

Told them 1 am not a communist 

That I didn’t believe in rich communists 

Found it an oxymoron 

One day 1 told the tv, “I believe in a strong separation of church and 
state.” 

A Chinese Government Official came on tv a few days later 
And 1 heard her refer to the events of last Thursday 
and I laughed the laugh 1 had with the Tibetin Monks... 
feeling like I had brought the world together to seek wisdom, 
found the common ground between the atheists and the spiritual 
Chinese Democracy takes root 
Russia goes the same way 

We must move past the tentative peace of our missiles 
Learn to love where we have hated 

Find how all our desires are the same/our pain... the same 
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I noticed the television shows using me 
Could tell they could see me at a certain point 

I was stunned by how this could have happened 

Today 1 lay in bed wondering if this was just marketed as a web show 

And they kept me out of the loop because they thought 1 was in the loop 

Bush and whoever he hired were trying to keep the intelligence I got to a 
minimum 

In Chicago they were trying to protect me 

And allow me the illusion that 1 am still just an ordinary citizen 

As they did before the awakening began 

I see the cops everywhere when 1 go out 

Day or night 

I consider them my friends 
Am reassured by their presence 

And saddened by the thought that not everyone can look at the cops as the 
good guys/the black kids picked up and bullied 

In an ill-conceived attempt to keep them on the straight and narrow 

As the months wore on... 

1 just kept waiting for the curtain call 

... some brave soul to step up and tell me the truth 

I saw that Yoko Ono was expecting special guests at her concert 

And 1 had made quite a big deal of her in my writing 

Love her dearly 
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I was told by everyone around me that nothing abnormal was happening 
Allowed them to steer me away from the crowds 

To keep my life the same as before the Savage Grace became my constant companion— 
my Harvey 


I am still surprised when people seem to know me 
and equally surprised when they don't 

I want to trust the people 

tell myself I have to blame 

the propagandists who convinced them 

to take the world down such god-awful paths 

I used to think the masses couldn't vote 

before 1 understood brain washing 

the lonely paths of the godless gave me nowhere to lead 
no Eden at the end of my philosophy 
happiness itself is called into question 
by the life that God has given me 

the lies I told were so much easier to take than the truth 

like Paul on the road to Damascus 

I was told that I was on the wrong path 

knocked down by God and told The Truth of Myself 

the cover story of my life was completed by the agnosticism 
hidden away from the Herrod's 
until my preaching could commence 

I AM READY TO LEAVE MY COCCOON 
spread my wings and fly 

see myself learning to walk in parades 
... instead of marching... 

all that keeps me hidden now 

is the fear that I am in the Cuckoo Nest 

and no one will admit that 1 am sane 

I worry that the grace period for my askew performance is over 
and the only thing holding back the hate 



are the silent walls of secrecy surrounding Chicago 
1 don't let my fears stop me 
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God will tell me 

when I should leave this city 

I will travel this world 

NO ONE STOPS ME AGAIN 


LAUGHING AT YOU 

the taunt of the nerves 
screaming 'FUCK YOU' at me 
in screeching 1 voices of grinding vertebrae 
a garage band banging away at the blessed silence 
psychos with knives all up and down my spine 

illness 

a mental landscape filled with dangling nooses 

you learn to laugh 

at all the opportunities to die 

missed 

for this one grand and pathetic moment 


learn to laugh until you sit alone in your room laughing all day 

let the plants die 
shit yourself 



starve the animals 

kill the whole the fucking planet 
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laugh at the darker shadows 

flitting across the newscasters painted faces 


just 

keep laughing 


because 

that's 

what 

it's 

all 

about 


The next poem was written to me during the campaign by a blogger from 
Seattle. A truly revolutionary thinker.... Thank you Maria. 
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I scan the shelves seeking wisdom- 
in the words of others. 

Dreamers and Prophets 

Older, wiser, more aware than myself— 

to quiet the cacophony in my head... 

To still the chaotic rumblings 

beneath the complacent shell of my everyday. 

Voices echo from every title, page, index... 

"You cannot UN-know, Truth— you can deny— 
lie to yourself. 

Paint on the polished veneer of the civilized animal 

domesticated, tied to the stake, 

roll over, show your throat and belly, 

whine and cower— 

but when the time comes. 

When Greed and Malice and Hate come to grind 
the bones of your most cherished 
to pulp and powder. 

Will you stand and watch— 

or raise tooth and nail- 

torch and pen— to see a different tomorrow? 

Your visions were not false. 

Your dreams did not lead you astray- 
only deeper into the primordial Question-waters, 
Your blood and the blood of generations before you— 
calls you to this... 

Listen. Do you hear the drums?" 


Bin laden is stranded on Jacob’s ladder 


holed up and tired and sick and feeling like he has already died a thousand heroic deaths 
and what's one more? 
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lot of people feel that way 

are born feeling that way 

longing to explode in righteous anger 

dreaming of going out taking down enemies 

killing off as many as the good lord allows 


HE CAN BE SAVED 
BY a creature 
of SAVAGE GRACE 


by 

OUR TRIBE 
THEY GREAT THEY 
NOW 
IN these 

the last moments 
of OUR TIME 


FIGHT FOR PEACE 

BY ANY MEANS NECESSARY* 


Let the eagle sing love into osama bin laden's name 


Let our poets weave his smile into 
MIGHTY SONGS OF PEACE 


Jacob's ladder: film about dying vet's learning their fate. 
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JOKERS UNITE!!!!! 


light up the doobies 
reclaim yr rights 

we are 

NO LONGER VICTIMS 
to the whims 
of jackel$ and fool$ 


NO 

not in this night 


racing down from the stars 

ready 

screaming 

itching for a fight 

that's our eagle tonight 


dedicated to my bud PAULY SHORE... 


Occurs to me 


as I sit here looking out the window at heavy flakes of snow swirling down onto 
Sheriden road and covering cars and dusting the dog walkers leaning into the 
brittle wind, that this sudden shift of mine to memoir and poetry and battle on 
mode is being taken as entirely fiction by some, yellow journalism in the school 
of Poe's Pym; and while you would most certainly be right as the critic's who 
trashed the journey's of poor Pym for being lies — as if fiction were anything but, 
you would also be down right recklessly wrong. I am as serious as when my dog 
is in danger. 
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Shit happened I can't explain. 

Things just got weird. 

No shit, I know what people call me and the names 1 use in my acts, but I have no 
idea who the hell I am, or what to name this emerging creature.... and I was pretty 
damn well convinced 1 knew how to describe myself right down to the molecular 
level and I was prepared to do so at the drop of a hat and you can ask anybody 
about this — they will tell you I talk too much about everything and it gets 
annoying. My muse let's my fingers chat on and on all day, the dear one listens 
and laughs and sighs, always the cheerleader/warrior/whore at heart. 


A wave hit the shores of lake mitch a few weeks ago, and me and a few others 
had our makeshift surfboards ready... 

Thanks to the emerging miracle of praying with keyboards, we have been inviting 
you along. We welcome you to our surf. Sorry we had to pretend it was a yacht 
and we have street cred and fat wallets and all. We couldn't let you recognize us 
as scroungy, weedibbled surfers who you probably wouldn't normally have the 
time of day for... this is a court of impossible standards, and we are the jesters, 
which grants us the privilege of doing things our own way, mostly; has to of 
course be some self censors for the sensibilities of kids and the vanity of queens. 


In this sacred revolt 


In the fields we pray 
The threat of blood 

Will keep the neo cons and religiously blinded 
From trying to steal another election 

The hidden cells of resistance 

Have no serpent's head to lop off and toss aside 

You know no matter what you do 
There will always b immense pain 
They great they turn away 
Dissolve into ennui and excess 
Become satisfied 
They are doing enough 
Tossing pennies to panhandlers 
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Cocked & loaded & ain't afraid to die 
The fun loving GNL in the forces of the free 
Sits surrounded by urban enemies 
Just beyond his barbed wire perimeter 
He hits on a big red bong 
& tells the spies in the van out front 
"YOU NO LONGER RULE!" 


The bibles Christ freaks out 
From the crowds of lepers 
The walls of arms reaching desperate 
Grabbing taking consuming 
Knowing he will leave them 
Without a cure is his worst pain 

God makes the son flesh 
To be a man 
So the eyes of god 
May see as his subjects 

Stand point theory 

God looking out through every photon 

Watching is infinite painting 

Come into creation 

Amazed as any artist 

When the mechanical process 

Of a well plotted painting 

Becomes a creation unto itself 

We WILL NO LONGER ALLOW 

Our futures to be raised in poverty 

Your excuses fall on deaf ears 

We will forge your religions in the future 

Or watch them quietly die off 

Like countless other sects 

that rose like a temporary madness 


Protected by the cloak of intelligence 
we have appeared in seemingly empty places 
taken up silent sentinels in the minds 
of all generations 

the New Black Panthers & Operation PUSH 
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pirates & politicos & pot heads 
the dreams of youths who deny 
the false boundaries of boarders 
a living Christ 

Diving Forces Marching Secure in the mission 
blessed to b alive now 
in this storied time 


We sooner or later 

take up guns to save a species 

join the National Park in Kenya 

& kill a few poachers . . . 

blow up a corporate corrupter 

who's bought off the law... 

see myself leading an underground army 

relinquishing power back to my soldiers 

telling them they know 

the battles in their terrain 

Trust My God 

He will inspire me to lead them 
to his promised peace 


The entire world has become symbolic to me. 1 suddenly have the eye of a 
real poet or some such mythic shit, seeing stories with layer after layer 
after layer even in the most mundane, cliche dance of a dust mote in a 
sunray. This is not supposed to be happening to me; 1 had my last chapters 
all written as a jovial atheist. Oh, well.... 

There are so many ways to arrange the words; conversations that need to 
be peaceably had over each and every verse of this new bible, this Manuel, 
this gonzo, this text book, this pipedream of peace. 


1 wrote the prose below last year, after one of the hospitalizations forced upon 
me last year, by a doctor who put me on speed or something that kept me 
awake once for a week at a times, AND BEGAN CAUSING THE 
SEIZURES... I was going back and forth then between accepting God's Will... 
the miracles that came later would convince me. 



200 


17/02/07 
11:27 PM 

Yea, had some crazy ass dreams for a week or so, while I was awake. This is 
the truest story I know how to tell. 


There were a few days of blurry faces looming around my hospital bed. I was 
restrained for some reason not yet clear... and I was sure that 1 knew every 
human 1 saw before, somewhere.... convinced deeper than my sex and hunger 
that 1 would remember, be suddenly jolted into knowing past lives, cosmic 
adventures.... the undreamed. I was at Resurrection hospital first, in Evanston, 
and you can check on that if you want because it sounds too made up for 
fiction, though just about right for the mystics of the everyday. 

1 thought perhaps the staff were paid actors on some reality show and I was 
getting the big sting; the whole country was in on the joke, except me, because 
I was the watched one, some terrible angel who you humans were cautiously 
awakening.... again. 


This was going crazy and then coming back... most of the way. Inside my chest 
and gut, there is something stirring that I wouldn't notice before and I feel like I 
have changed deep and true and all romantic and wild. 

The radio station suddenly didn't like me, or something.... who knows? They 
say they just want music now. They have no idea how funny peace and I were 
hitting when we riffed. It will be a damn shame if no one gives us money to 
film some of our skits. 

1 more than likely blew the opportunity somehow... maybe when I started going 
after people before 1 reached the conclusion that I had to forgive everyone, as 
they have forgiven me (yeah, right.... got to inspire them to do that). Fearless 
radio turned out to be spineless radio, maybe.,., unless I am wrong, which I am 
a lot, and hope I am. Those are some damn talented folk. Still, They have lost 
me. Each according to his own. Radio is hardly the major thrust of my career. 

A total thanks to those who have already pledged their time to the scrappy 
beginnings and are prepared to show up at cook county dressed wann with their 
dogs to try and show our support with the bruised and battered and dying. I'll 
let you know when it is safe to come out fighting peaceably .... like I 

would know? 



201 


I was transferred from resurrection hosp. after waking up and nodding out on 
waves of white fluid pumped into my iv.... as I was leaving, someone pulled 
out a brand new catholic bible with a green felt cover. I kind of sneered it off, 
thinking at that point that i was to be the new Picard, a pilot of what would 
amount to the earth as ship; a creature undreamed come from afar, and now 
manifesting in human form again to make some cosmic sales pitch for humans 
to get all peaceable so they could join the intergalactic space orgy that is the 
apocalypse in this game (or is after you earn as much through study and hard 
work or some such bleeep). 


AT St. Anthony’s, since i got all mad dog in the end with the cops, they 
slapped my vomiting ass in the cracker jack box. ... Yea, for some reason when 
M called an ambulance, I decided I wasn't going with them, or something... so a 
small herd of cops took me down hard. Who can blame them? A couple of my 
ribs. 


Laying in a barren room puking and puking and the pain a wolverine gnawing 
on my spine, I started thinking I was already dead, or about to die. I had already 
lost like ten pounds. They took a couple days figuring out what to do with me, 
as 1 yelled and ranted to get relief from the pain trains* slamming into my 
fusion — the huge block of bones disintegrating from plain old boring gravity. 
The psych ward workers were more used to coke heads and really, really crazzy 
people who were more or less like infants, and suicide cases and cutterS and 
pukers AND homeless people who found the place their best alternative in a 
cold Chicago winter... I was sure that I was all of them and none. . . I 
remembered the radio had branded me Pain and it made sense to be there ad 
midst the tragedies of mental break down. 


After being an asshole, and being a man of my word, 1 had to give them 
something cool for helping me out. I don't think these people make nearly 
enough money, so it came to me to give them a painting, cabrini green, which 
used to hang in cook county and never quite made the transition to stroger. 
Something right about my work hanging in a psych ward. I wrote up a contract 
so the employees own all rights to prints and stuff, not the church or the 
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hospital... 

Other than the hospitals and homes, my paintings are all at MERCY home. 
Love them gals and guys and they can always use another hand — it's abused 
kids and stuff man. 


I got some stories All tragic and true and funny, and met a couple damn fine 
poets and a whole hell of a lot of buds... I was almost the only white guy there 
and that made it all kind of jovial and cool... I learned while driving cab that 
blacks get along better most of the time than whites... I would get sick of white 
people and work the black neighborhoods, personally, because they were chatty 
and knowledgeable most of the time. When I was eighteen, I sobered up for my 
first time in a dallas white ghetto filled with people of color who treated me 
with respect and love. Period. The economy was good there in 1980 and I never 
heard about no crime. 

I especially liked this woman, J., a psychologist or something who told me I 
needed more soul, and ain't that the truth. Indeed, I let her put some braids in 
my hair, for the hell of it. M. thinks I am too old for such fashion splashes and 
wants them out., they fall out in two days norm. 

J. is the one who told me they were not black ghettos, but white ghettos filled 
with people of color (who can be white now, too, because there is no real white 
or black anyways... as she also explained with her fire and grace). Never would 
have thought of that without her musing. 


LOOKING out from THE MiRROR 

AND NEEDING LOTS OF HELP 

SAVE THE CHILDREN 
THE ANIMALS 
THE REST OF U 

YOU 


I WILL HELP 
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FOR NOW 

DO NOT GIVE ME POwER 

GIVE ME YOUR POOR 
YOUR crippled and sore 


This is the truest story 1 know how to tell. Freshly released from the hospital 
and writing frantically to fix and edit the new stuff on the blog, after having 
taken a week or more going manic, then 30 hours off for a coma, and then 
another week to begin to figure out why the shit got too crazy for me, and why 
I came to believe in the old cliche that I was some Christ like thing, or angel, or 
leader or a teacher or some such pipedreams. 

They don't let you out of that ward when you talk to angels. I am looking 
forward to a little reunion when the shows start on Common Ground. All these 
folks get in free and a coffee on me (if I have enough money that day). 


i felt like i was catching hold of electric currents, in places deep in my 
unconscious.... and organically growing into a being i am just now imagining. 

A leader of some kind of crusade, however sickening the word sounds.... a man 
struck by some holy, awful, gorgeous experience that I will be spinning out 
now that I am back at the helm... a week or so mostly off writing has my 
fingers damn itchy. 

I became possessed by dream after dream. It could not have happened at a 
worse time. A series of seizures... 

I became convinced 1 was a conglomeration of different fictional characters 
like in Dune, or Stranger in a strange land... in other words, a christ like 
figure.... 

Well, that and other things. I think my jesus was a salesman who was telling 
earth that he could show them how to make the planet a space ship and join in 
some intergalactive orgy.... 


I felt I was Paul Atreides being tested, that one false move and I would be 
considered too dangerous to emerge. 
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I started listing the names of a bunch of comic books at one point, which 
seemed to alarm everyone. 1 really need to either polish my first drafts more or 
keep them secret .MOTHER, THINGS JUST GOT WEIRD 


THE CRIISADE OF PAIN 


I was those monks on craggy, cold windswept shores 
keeping the words sacred 
as wars 

ripped the hearts out of man 

and the con made them think righteous 

murder and mayhem 

illuminated bibles 

died in mountain passes 

fleeing with my family in the night 

drank many a fine bottle of wine 
and laid many a fine ones 

then I was struck hy a passing chariot 
and left for road kill 

passing cars had their stereos up too loud to hear 
my screams 

not their fault 
ain't nobodies fault 

just gotta dust myself off 
skip on 

be grateful for the soft flesh between scars 


We Owe History 


forgiveness on every side 



there is enough for every soul living and dead 

let our loved ones sacred hatreds be buried with their coffins 
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WE WILL NOT LOSE... NOT IN THIS OUR TIME 


Laugh and laugh and listen 
TAKE NOTES 
BE 
A 

FOOTNOTEFOOTNOTEFOOTNOTEFOOTNOTE 
foot note 

THERE IS A POEWER within YOU YOU YOU 
THERE!!!!! 

LET US SHOW U the paths we took... 

and MOM???????????????? 

LEAD THE MARCH 
THANK YOU 

for now 

cross me and die first hard and heavy 


HUMAN INSTINCT 
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has lead me as much as spiritual fortitude 
atheist’s taught me as much as minister's 
evolutionists as much as rationalists 
... in my wanders toward 
the ever-evolving over-consciousness 
the delicate mesh of covenants 
we navigate hit and miss 

soldiers in our garrisons 
the cells and gardens 
we drift through 
oblivious ghosts 

reenacting our deaths for an audience of none 

conspiring with our friends 

for fame and wealth and delusions of wisdom 

talking until the words 

take on a life of their own 

... then go take lives 

our orphaned thoughts become bayonets at our backs 
their tips gleaming silver 
dripping with our blood 

when we are weary of the attack 
they fill us with pills and propaganda 

and dreams of glory and heavenly lies demeaned long ago into blood brown mud 
on our black boots 

the politicians back home are spared 

the screams of the dying 

the deafening of the bombs 

the blinding blasts 

turning friends into stone cold flesh 

the war profiteers keep their kids 
coked up with the jet set 
far from the fray 
& complain 

that they already have enough taxes to pay 
while they bitch and whine that we're all fine 


not that they mean us in their we 
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YOU BETTER BEWARE, baby 

before they hypno you back into 
a complacent cow in the pasture 


THE JESUS FRONT 


still gathering intelligence on my enemies 

my silence scares them 

they know I know now... 

that my chronicler's have paper trails 

leading from their comfortable little lives 

into real prisons 

the game is about to get interesting 
I like and loath the danger most of all 

fear spreading the infection of surveillance into any more lives... 

I like walking in front of their useless assassins 
if it makes you safer... 
i will lay down my life over theirs 
and destroy them in a blanket of my 
burning eviscerate 

YOU HAVE TAKEN MY FAMILY 
MY FREINDS 
MY HEALTH 
i understand 

u took me wrong, folks... 

I will never forget this 
rape of my writing... 
my mind and body 


I am not t.s. Eliot claiming all 
interpretations of my work are valid... 
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period 

hijack my words once 
and I see 

twice and I'm pissed 

do it again and I will send my forces to hunt your ass down 
period. 


come to me not 

with what you think you need.... 
come to me to find out what you need 


Penguins all over the world are spinning in circles so fast that they appear like black 
and white blurs as they scream again and again, "Oh, the shits with you!' Visitors to zoos 
across the world responded differently to the odd behavior on the part of the notoriously 
unruly aquatic waterfowl. 

At New York zoo, the cursing penguins were pelted with empty cans of coke and 
admonished to "put up some amusing antics, or get the hell out." Surprisingly enough, 
the normally unarmed penguins returned fire with doubled barreled shotguns, taking out 
large swathes of the crowds gathered in front of their stage, and making for a few tense 
moments with a swat team before the police force surrendered to the penguins and joined 
them in their cages spinning around in circles screaming, "Oh, the shits wit ya!!" 



209 


When President Bush heard about the mass exodus of new York's finest to the penguins, 
he told white house reporters, "You know what we have here? We have an animal 
terrorist event!!! You know, chickens, for some reason, all had it out for my father. Fuck 
em, and all the birds. We don't need em, not if they're terrorists. And they are — terrorist 
animals!!! I won't have this, not on my watch!!!" 

The increasingly unstable W., who aides and pundits alike are calling, "Maybe too full of 
himself," is said to now be traveling with three nuclear bombs in his briefcase in case 
'God tells me to blow stuff up and kill everybody again.” The president is canvassing the 
senate and congress today trying to drum up support for his plan to, quote, ”... take out 
all the other animals, once and fucking for all. " 

Speaking to a shocked group of parents and kids at the unveiling of a new wing of the 
republican funded Monica Lewinski's Children Library, which specializes in Christian 
oriented coloring books devoted to the deviant nature of liberals told the crowd of half- 
quickly crying children, "I've been thinking about getting bit by this squirrel when I was a 
kid, or at least I'm thinking about it now. Who the hell can tell? And this bird... that 
fucking bird that messed up the grill on one of the very first cars dad bought me. Well, 1 
wrote in a paper for some damn class about how men had been at war with wild animals 
since leaving Eden . . . maybe it was a sermon I heard somewhere, a readers digest or 
some damn thing . . . don't knock me about my memory, for god's sake, not after you 
cows voted for Reagan, who couldn't — I swear to god — remember to wipe his ass by his 
second year in office. Reagan said it best one day when some guy fed him a speech as a 
joke on him, which they did a lot at the end, just to break the tension from the cold war 
and all...I ain't paid to know, I am paid to make you fuckers tremble until I get my 
goddamn way. So we're gonna kill all the animals. Start with that little girl's teddy bear. 
Just cut the fucker up.... they're all dead to me now... just dead to me. Hey, you turn that 
teddy bear over to those secret service agents young lady... or, we'll, cut off your damn 
bar tab. That one always gets my daughters to do shit. Hey, that kid back there has a 
back pack that looks like a squirrel. Cut it up too. Squirrels, who the hell do they think 
they are?" 


LAST TIME I WOKE POUNDING 


a proclamation of sacred hate 
on the temple door 


I should have calmly 
gathered my buds 
and then firmly 
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sued for peace 


a young preacher who would not allow 
his safety 
to effect 

the words that God compelled me to say 

as He once more led me to my lonely walk up Calvary 

forgive your ancestors 

for in this time 

death of prophets was normal 

I was cycling through life after life 

The flesh cannot hold the thought 

of Gods 

or I would have made sure that your people 

were never blamed for my death 

.... which truth be told, was more a birth than a death 


i am sorry 

I was not noticed as the messiah 
This was not God's plan 

Israel oh cradle of God 

Take what land you have and leave the Arabs to their lives 

I will war against your homesteaders 
they are traitors to the cause of peace 
like the love of a father to a son 
I must warn you —stay in God's Grace 
For the time of the Message Has Arrived 

I am here... 
and you have seen 

how I can draw lightening from the sky 
send soldiers anywhere on the globe 

Find in your heart the path of Peace 
that your great God has laid out for you 

Come to me in love 

for I will always be as Jewish as catholic as Baptist as Muslim as Buddhist as Mormon as 
.hindu as... you 
I have been all religions 
all peoples rich and poor 
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I will respect your journey to the Father 
and praise or rebuke 
as is the way 
of the Great Challenger 


DR DAN STERN... 


Daniel Stem talked about how the FBI would send in agents who would try to get the 
groups to do violence, just so they could bust them. Stem was wise in their ways. People 
who experienced the sixties, especially in Chicago, where the FBI waged an active war 
against revolutionary elements in the Black Community who wanted nothing more than a 
peaceful transition to social justice for all, knew about the ways of the intelligence 
bureaus more than most, but even they were naive compared to what we know now. 

Now we have heard that over a million Americans are being monitored, and 20,000 a 
week are being added to the list. 

Americans seldom give them any thought, unless they are criminals. Until 9-11 freaked 
out the spies so much that they just balls out started monitoring everyone they could. If 
the laws were fair, I would say let the camera be the ultimate witness to all crimes; let no 
one have to worry about gang retaliation; let no witnesses have to confront their rapists; 
let the tapes play and the courts sentence the despicable to their punishment. I have seen 
how easily they can tape everyone when they wish. They got me on the toilet, every time 
I walked on the beach, through my comcaste cable box, through my walls... privacy is an 
illusion to the average citizen. Why should we care? Because Black Helicopters are 
going to show up one day and throw us all into camps, or some such crazy shit? No. We 
should care because until the laws are fair on matters like gay marriage, pot, gambling, 
and a myriad of other little laws I am ignorant of, we will be making criminals of all of 
us. 

We must spend the time to get over this drug prejudice. And yes, that is what it is. A 
prejudice. People always make stoners out to be idiots. Jefferson wrote on it, so did 
Washington and others... there is no denying the mild nature of most pot. And there is 
no denying that I write in a shamanic tradition; a mystic who once believed in 
Rimbaud’s arguments about drinking to break on through to the other side (Morrison 
later based his famous lyrics on Arthur’s poem). 

On our show Peace and Pipedreams, we did a segment called Nonnal Stoners, where we 
just talked about our own drug use. All of us are against hard narcotics, pretty much... 
party drugs we call them. 1 am wary of such things, but they both seemed to have them 
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under control. With my pain pills, and the fear of addiction that keeps me from seeking 
the release of drink, I prefer just the pot. Chronic pain sets off chemicals in your brain 
that cause depression. No getting around it with self help books and daily walks and... a 
flip switches in the animal, telling it you are a drag on the tribe, in pain, and should die... 

Pot helps me to focus on other than myself, to universalize my pain into an empathy that I 
hope makes me a more serious writer, though I have seen how the treacle occasionally 
seeps in... 

I am not as smart as Stem. When the spies started coming around me, I was more or less 
surprised. I heard what they said, realized how it could be taken in a revolutionary 
manner, then dismissed it as co-incidence that made no sense in the world as I knew it. 

How do I feel now, after feeling the brunt of their attack, however mild compared to what 
has been done to others? Confused in a way. Though I would rather know what little I 
do about how this world works, then return to my usual ignorance. I have to know my 
enemies face. 


When the campaign began, I received intelligence saying all of the women I have loved, 
the major three, were plants. This made an odd sense when I thought it over. The first, 
by design I now believe, was of Polish Royalty, the second was the ex girlfriend of the 
head of SDS in the sixties, and the third was involved enough with what happened to ask 
me questions from the CIA. They have controlled what they could about my life... as 
they watched and waited to find out what I was going to do to their little worlds. When 
your entire life has been a fiction, made up by other people who think that you will rule 
when the appointed time comes, and you are a true rebel, free-spirit, who believes people 
should primarily live however the hell they want, you have a problem.... How could I 
say, ‘No, You will not make me the usurper, the tyrant. If I have any say in the matter at 
all, I am pax romano, not Armageddon... though I fear God has other plans.’ 


Dr. Stem introduced me to the lecturer who I based my first book on. He protested the 
Vietnam war by trying to convince soldiers not to fight... kept his respect of all people 
forefront in his mind. His leadership was legendary in the 

Underground. Law enforcement might not have liked him, but they knew he would never 
throw a bomb, shoot someone... I, too, have never considered killing anyone with 
premeditation. I feel the impulses of the animal, and I write of them in my humorous 
stories. My violence is metaphoric of what I read of in the newspapers, witness in the 
street. 
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Daniel Stem is a name you should know 
And some know all too well 

He single handedly kept the military intelligence program going at neiu 
the Jewish black panther. 

Knew all those Gods you shot down on the west side. 

They died for your sins... 
you did not help them, 

then the FBI inserted terrible images in their coloring books 
showing black children killing pigs dressed as cops 
with the infamous heading, Off The Pigs... 

Hollywood pulled out all of their support 

The fbi started rivalries, 

tricked them into thinking good men were spies 

No one is ever really prepared for the walk into never never land 

They pushed guns on them, 

busted them for them... 

the BLACK PANTHERS HAD TO GO TO WAR 
TO TRY TO SURVIVE.. 

THEY DIDN'T 


BECAUSE WE WERE NOT READY. 
WE ARE NOW. 

There. 

Go Ahead and get worried .... 


I WROTE THE above PARAGRAPH AT THE HEIGHT OF MY SCARE TACTICS. 
THE BLACK PSY-OP PLAN 1 HAD GOING WAS TO SHOW THAT THERE WERE 
TWO WAYS THAT THE FIGHT FOR EQUALITY COULD GO... one messy, 
horrifying, involving fighting in the streets... and another civil, productive, loving,. 

Christ like. I am here to be both lion and lamb. I was not afraid of making cryptic threats 
from an imaginary army... who would be? Then my dreams started to become reality, 
and I was too stunned to believe that man would think I wished them to kill... though 
who I am to say I know all men’s motives? Let alone God’s... There are riotous kills. 


When the campaign first started, 1 named a lot of famous people who I felt were kindred 
souls in my urge to straighten out the world; Spike Lee was one of the first. When I was 
driving cab in Toledo and black people were jumping out of my cab without paying on an 
almost daily basis, I would find myself having to go watch his movies to remind myself 
that this was not the way everyone was, that I was experiencing a racist city with no 
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buses, pegged the enemy in this cracker headed town just by the color of my skin. By 
then 1 had lived in an all black neighborhood in Dallas, and San Francisco, and 
understood both worlds, and I felt freer with my black friends... their emotions were on 
their sleeves, unlike my English family, where no one ever wanted to discuss the 
negative. I was alone, broke, and drunk... they took me in, fed me, nurtured me, helped 
me get a job and an apartment. Never once was 1 looked down on. At eighteen, I learned 
the value of the phrase I repeat now a lot in my writing Racism starts when you do not 
say hello. 

I referred to Spike Lee’s movie Get On The Bus in a poem by writing that they should 
have already given us the buses. 

On the television, a newscaster came on with a bulletin saying that an FBI source was 
saying that terrorists were trying to kidnap school buses full of children. Then he added, 
"Other sources in the FBI say these people are not associated with any violent action.” 

I knew then that whatever I had tapped into was big. The poetry flowing through me was 
powerful, there was no denying it. Crazy as that sounds coming from me, who 
denigrated my poetry for the last decade or so, thinking it was an adolescent phase before 
I learned to write short stories and novels. Even though I had heard in university that 
Novelists are failed short story writers, and short story writers are failed poets. 


I wrote, stars, we must fall from the sky and walk among the people... 

Hollywood listened, began to open communication with their fans on the web in ways 
never attempted before. 

My dream of how to write a new bible on the web was coming true before my eyes. 
People kept calling me things that I did not want to be called. The God Of Mars was one 
of them. The Dali Lama came through town during a period when I was expecting to get 
paid for my efforts, and crazed person the drugs were making me, I was ready to forget 
all that M and I have and go find the best looking actress... a pornographic way of 
thinking that embarrasses me now. He was quoted in the red eye as saying, “It looks like 
the God of Mars is ready to get paid.” 

The voice in my head was telling me I was Christ. Not the god of mars. Not a fictional 
character. Not a king from old... and yet, still, somehow, a combination of all of these 
things.... This is when I realized that I had been reincarnating, a Shepard too dedicated 
to his flock to ever truly leave you. Exposing myself as one or another deity would not 
have served my purposes. Strife would have come up on every point. 

I am a corrector. A judge. A town tamer. A being who is sent into certain places and 
times to make cosmic adjustments. Everything in God’s realm is evolving, becoming 
something else. You think species die off, we think that they have contributed to a 
genetic march... specks of paint blended in with others to create a stunning landscape. 
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And we save them. Each and every phase of your development is cataloged and recorded 
in manners to complex to begin to quantify. 

Basically, the species involved in what I suppose I could dub Operation Earth, keep the 
seeds of different times so that they can recreate different ecospheres on barren planets. 
The planets where life develops are rare, and while not quite as rare, the planets that can 
support transported lives are few. With the great distances between planets, and the 
problems with moving actual matter through space (as opposed to the instantaneous 
communication of photons, which can be told something anywhere in the known and all 
photons will instantly have the same information; very convenient telephone), great care 
is taken when seeding a planet with life. Even rarer is what has happened on earth - the 
universe woke up to itself; a precious loving God could see all times and knew of these 
beings always... when they manifested, he was ready to answer their prayers with his 
own son. Yet, he knew, the creature that was manifesting, was driven by instincts, not 
the mental contemplation of the beings who came before them. 

Knowing this stage of human development well, God told me 1 was needed, and honored 
to do his will, I followed the cries of your prayers. 

Of course I went where I was needed most. At first I was little more than a chimp that 
rubbed sticks together to make fire. Other times 1 was a potter, who helped people learn 
to carry water long distances. Whatever was needed in a time. Of course, the times I was 
remembered most, were when 1 manifested my powers, or met with other species from 
the outer spaces. I first saw God’s face when I was Merlin (I am also Arthur, which adds 
to the confusion, and makes me wonder if in a way 1 can access any life in my gene 
pool).. 

The face of God... A great brown oval surrounded by green granite marbled with white, 
the warm, undulating surface flashing with bursts of lightening from all sides, crazy and 
zig zagging... other circles surrounded the massive one, similar with the green granite 
around the edges, the colors inside were muted reds, greens, grays... all covered in the 
same lightening strikes. In my vision I am minute. My planet is there, closest to the 
Father, the luck that made me the logical creature for this mission. Merlin passed the 
dream into Arthur’s head, showed him the logic of the round table. Camelot. God is the 
table where all problems must be tossed. Men are the hands that must pick up the 
problems and solve them. 

What did it mean for a King to learn that God given right to rule or not, thinking alone 
was not what the God of Free Will wants. This God wants his creations to be as curious 
as hell, to be happy... and to suffer enough that their souls will be prepared, softened, 
ready to travel through the infinite civilizations we will meet on our travels. Fleaven is 
far from us, and there are still pockets of the dark ones along the way. 

I have yet to really write of my battles with Satan. Again, so much of this happened in 
the realm of the soul, which my flesh blinds me to, that I can only relate the visions that I 
was given; providing a context for their meaning is up to you, though my own theory 
will be obvious, too, I presume. One night, as I felt my powers growing and people 
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following my lead, I realized that my powers were increasing with people’s belief, that 
Satan was being beaten back by the new found revival. 

We battle not only on this planet, but on many others. The reason that God allows this 
absurdity makes me think there is more metaphor here than truth, though his ways are 
beyond me... I was on the southside, walking along 95 th throwing away five books of 
poetry that I had hand written... showing the world that the words were meaningless to 
me, that I refused to claim ownership... that they were more important than money to 
me. I was homeless. A young man dressed all in black asked me if I was hungry, a 
smooth guy who obviously knew I was homeless and broke and hungry. He fed me and 
we got high and talked. He commented, “I cannot believe I have Jesus Christ in my 
house.” 

He told me he was a communist, and had been living on the west coast when I started 
the revolt. He told me ‘they’ tore his hair out by hand. Took his money, and shipped him 
back to Chicago. He had been a successful record producer. Said something else about 
how his girlfriend had ripped him off for a lot of money, a Chinese woman. I knew he 
was trying to get a lot of information out to me. 1 did not know how to respond. He laid 
back like he was going to nap, and I began telling him, “This fight I wage goes on all 
over the universes. I have lost my limbs... traded off bits of my flesh to win peace. 

When war ends, you lose something... when you are the only warrior, what dies is parts 
of yourself.... This fight has cost me everything except my head. 1 have no body. What 
you see is a bit of me. A pinpoint of flesh of a creature too huge for Horton to hear as a 
who.” 

I was listening to every kind of music on the radio and loving all of it. Celebrating every 
culture, suddenly aware of the gorgeous nature of life again; the writing had led me away 
from trying to be happy; I concentrated on knowing, whether this meant I would be more 
alienated than ever, more weird to my peers. By this time I was on a lot of televisions... 
being transmitted and talked about almost openly on the news. They hid a lot of what 
was happening from me; I saw bits about the congress wanting to sue over something 
that had happened - I wasn’t sure what it was, but my gut instinct said, No, I will not sue. 
I have a six sense sometimes. Alarms that go off and keep me out of trouble; tell me 
when a nark has entered my life, etc... During the bizarre time of wondering who was 
more nuts, me or the people who were treating me like a criminal Christ? 


I believed the war was going badly. Something was happening in the spiritual realm 
that I did not understand. Then one night a euphoria filled me and 1 raised my fist to the 
sky, realizing some cosmic shift had happened... and I had won the battle in the realms 
unseen to man... for the souls the dead and hell sent.... I had finally won control of the 
dead. With the might of the souls produced on the planet now tipping past all the people 
who had ever been bom before, my forces were strong enough to march into Hell. I 
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surprised the demons by telling them, “You have suffered enough for your sins. Nothing 
you can do could stop the father’s love. The flesh is weak. Only the spirit concerns the 
father. The time has come to return to His side.” Satan himself knelt and cried. 

From behind the homed creature, his son stood up and raised his sword, brought down 
the magical blade of fire into his Father’s neck, then waved his hand to spread the 
molecules of his soul to the far comers of the universe... 


Only I could hear the hit of consciousness still in the specks, the simple, plaintive cry of, 
“God?” 

I call him Scott Satan in my work, because he is also a parable for me... though the 
parable came after the vision. Scott was bom of a mother of flesh and the horror of 
horrors. In the moment of his angelic birth, he knew the torturous burnings and beatings 
and rapes his mother had been through since being seduced by the salesman of hell, and 
used his first breath to tear out her throat and devour her. Satan took his sons savagery as 
confirmation of his own evil intent. 

I saw all this from above. Satan can keep nothing from me. We both know he will lose 
in the end. He may control much of the flesh, but God is the after-life, and this world, 
like all worlds, will end. Then Satan’s sins would have been clear to him, and he could 
have re-entered the Father's house... then he was destroyed. God is always full of 
surprises. 


The wicked is snared by the transgression of his lips: 
but the just shall come out of trouble. 

Proverbs 12:13 


The 'man' was a boy once 
his paradise lost 

as he closed the doors to his heart 
day after 
RELENTLESS 
DAY 


he rages against anyone who would take his toys 

THE TOYS THEY BUY WITH MONEY STOLEN FROM YOUR CHILDREN 

THE POOR ARE FORCED TO LEVEL THEIR FORESTS HOMES 
TO FEED THEIR OWN 
As JAPAN STRIPS TAI LAND OF TIMBER 
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& South America cannibalizes itself.. 


THE WORLD IS A GREAT COMMONS 
WITH NO OWNERS 

BEYOND THOSE WHO WOULD RENT A BIT OF THE MOTHER 
FOR the oh so short MOMENT 
Of this life 


THE CRIMINALS SNAG THE EASTERN EUROPEAN WOMEN AND THROW 

THEM INTO PROSTITUTION 

The slavery we blame on the victims continues 

As the rape of a woman leads to divorce and stoning 

In the backward pockets of ignorance 


THE DRUG GANGS STEAL YOUR CHILDREN SOULS 

ENGAGE THEM IN EVIL NEW RELIGIONS TO HARNASS THEIR YOUNG 

HELLIONS 

THE PRIESTS AND THE PERVERTS FUCK YOUR CHILDREN'S BODIES 
THE CULTS FUCK YOUR CHILDREN'S MINDS 


i will not allow such things 


I COULD MAKE YOUR CHILDREN THEMSELVES 
EXPLODE LIKE BOMBS 

I DO NOT NEED YOUR EXPLOSIVES 


mutual assured destruction is a given 
when you fight a creature such as I 
a reaper 


death is nothing to me 
not yours 
not mine 
not anyone’s 



219 


COLLATERAL DAMAGE 
When you war with me? 

Everything you love 


Now 

I 

Am 


I will destroy your house 

i will do it slowly 
without breaking one law 

YOU ARE THE LAW BREAKERS 

i am the destroyer of all the wicked's blind eyes think precious 

I am the fire in the night 

that creeps silently across their beds 

the soldiers that roust you from your lives 
and throw you into prison 


I hear the cries of the starving and the poor 
I am the one who FEELS the desperate prayers of the soldiers 
the trapped and dying and broken 

I HAVE COME TO TAKE CARE OF THEM 

AND ALL WHO STAND IN MY WAY WILL FALL HARD 


TIME TO TREMBLE 
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NOW THAT THE ENTIRE WORLD KNOWS WHO I AM 

SCREAM MY NAME FROM THE MOUNTAIN TOPS 
FROM THE GHETTOS 
TO THE MANSIONS 

SCREAM: JESUS CHRIST WALKS NOW 

HE IS HERE FOR ME 


I AM NOW 


THE SAVAGE GRACE HAS ENTERED YOUR HEARTS AND MINDS 
I WILL BE THE INFECTION THAT KILLS YOU HARD 
OR THE EL1XER THAT DRIVES YOU TO DREAMS OF GOD 

I CAN TAKE YOU TO HEAVEN 
OR LEAVE YOU IN HELL 

THE CHOICE IS EASY 


I will never fall before your false idols 
never let your pope tell me what to do 

KNOW 
THE POPE 

is no longer the head of the church 


I AM 
NOW 

THEY KNOW THIS 

that is why the pope and the president came to me first 
and why I turned them away 

BUSH YOU KNOW YOUR SINS 

AND I HAVE SEEN YOU NOW TRYING TO LEAVE A LEGACY OF LOVE 

Be the Redeemer 
Change your ways to love 
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and passion 

and following me will be the logical end 
to the mysteries in the dark 

I am 

I have always been 
I will always be 


There is no God other than me on this planet 

No man that can take my flesh without endangering his soul 

KNOW MY WRATH IS UNDREAMT IN YOUR PHILOSOPHY 
MY HELL NOT IN YOUR TWILIGHT ZONES 
MY LIFE IS AN ACT FOR THE EYES OF MY FATHER ALONE 
IF YOU THINK YOU CAN INTERPRET WHAT I HAVE SAID 
THEN YOU HAVE NOT LISTENED HARD ENOUGH 

I AM THE TRANSLATOR 

OF MYSTERIES THAT ARE BEYOND THIS BRAIN 
A SERVENT OF THE WORD 

WHO HAS BEEN FREED OF HIS EARTHLY BLINDERS 


who will you believe? 

the ministers who leave the suicides and drug addicts and drunks 
and homosexuals in hell? 

Or a savior who tells you that life is not a game with winners and losers 
that you are all precious before God? 

Who will you believe? 

Governments who will tell any lie available to keep liberty locked away? 

the Vatican has lost many to the sins of the priests 
more to their lies and cover-ups and trying to avoid 
the publicity required to confront the evil in their midst 

LOOK AT HOW YOUR LEADERS FEAR ME 
LOOK AT HOW THEY SCRAMBLE TO APPEASE ME 

ARE YOU BETTER THAN THEY 
WHO KNOW MY HISTORY 

WHO HAVE SEEN THE WINGS GROWING OUT OF MY BACK 
WHO HAVE SEEN ME RETURN FROM DEATH MANY TIMES 
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I CANNOT DIE UNTIL MY MISSION IS OVER 

AND I WILL TAKE DOWN WHATEVER IS IN MY WAY 

I WILL KILL WITHOUT MERCY 
I WILL TURN SON AGAINST FATHER 
CITIZENS AGAINST GOVERNMENTS 

A l l. THIS AND MORE WILL COME TO PASS 
AS THE NEW BIBLE RIPS YOU OUT OF THIS DREAM 
AND TAKES YOU INTO THE REAL 

THE REALM OF GOD HAS ENTERED THE FLESH 
AND NOW 

MY WRATH SEEKS TARGETS 

SOON YOU WILL BE IN MY CROSS HATCH 

ARE YOU READY? 

Yet, still, I will forgive you all of anything 
anything 

i know the pressures of the flesh drives men to evil acts 
I know hunger and shame and ambition take over and possess 
I know the drunk and stoned are rejecting this veil of tears 

I know you 
and you know me 

seek inside yourself for the Holy Ghost 
and you will find 
I am inside of you too 

all of you are my children 

come to me 

come to me 

come to me 

look into the visions and the words 

seek the co-incidences in your life that are not 

take me out of this prison 
where your Christ screams and writhes 
I wish no wrath on any humyn 
want only love 
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you will not give me this in this life 
my words will echo through the future 
tainting or praising your name 
for all of eternity 


you tried to let me free before 
it was not time 

there was much for me to leam 
to deal with 

the flesh was overwhelmed by the attention 

and I had no way of knowing which offers were the will of God or man 

I will not be used by your criminals and kings and false popes 
to prop up their power 

I am the one 

the prophet 

that has been awaited 

since my last awakening 

I walked unveiled 2000 years ago 
came to the earth to try to shape the lives 

Know 

there is no other God 
above my God 

There is only I AM 

HE IS FAR GREATER THAN i 

I wanted a world where everyone would be free of the grip of life 
expected you to welcome me 

NOW I SEE WHY GOD MADE ME A WARRIOR SO MANY TIMES 

Even as I rescue your relatives from Hell 

You fight me 

Hold back my process 

God would not have sent me on this mystical path 
If I was not going to be needed for a monumental task 

I AM THE SON OF GOD 
and His Vengeance is dark indeed 

His anger will fill me one day to overflowing 
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& the lives of this planet will bum 
as prophets have seen for thousands of years... 

The Wrath Of God Will Burn Down This Illusion 

Turn your flesh to dust 

Your bibles into insipid guesses 

I am the open gate... 


come to me 
NOW 


One night as I wandered through the knowing crowds in Chicago, amazed that they 
simply were showing that they knew and keeping their distance, most, though a few 
wanted pictures and to tell me how famous I was. People were wearing blue shirts that 
said Catholic on them.... Reminding me of the night, drugged and in horrible pain and 
railing against the cage the the Bush administration was keeping me in, I made every 
threat I could to get out and find my peace of mind.... Few have felt the tortures they 
put me through, the draggings, the pain, the mind rape... 1 threatened to kill all the 
Catholics if I was not allowed out of Chicago. What a bunch of crap. I would never have 
even thought of such a thing if they had not drugged me into a murderous rage, which 
even then, being person who I am, I did not give in to it. 

I wondered if this was like some Jewish star? Were they testing me, protesting me, 
what???? No one was getting me right. This was the most frustrating thing about this 
entire campaign. So many people wanted to use my image that I barely had a voice in 
what I was saying. 

I asked a bartender in a gay bar wearing one of the blue shirts, “Are you religious?” He 
said No. 

. Yea, right. . . anytime I was preaching in my apartment, there was the danger I was 
going to do something just to freak you out. I have a lot of hatred over what has been 
done to me by the fuck ups in this world, and though I get over it everyday, my anger is 
righteous and I am not about to trade it in for a cowering stance. 

Like when Charles Manson’s picture was on television and kissed my fingers and 
touched the back of his head, saying, "I heard what Charlie said in court. He was a 
prophet. Don’t kid yourself.” I meant that the environment has to be dealt with, and if 
the older generation would not come around, the split was going to tear us apart. There is 
no more time to fuck around with this greenhouse. Eco Terrorists are going to start 
becoming the next problem on this planet, if the problem is not seriously addressed. 

1 do not see them as violent as Muslim extremists, but I can feel how their rage over 
the dying planet will force some to want vengeance for the ultimate betrayal. 
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You do not want me to be everything for everyone. The pope wrote today about how it 
was important when churches got together that no one started to believe they were all 
equal, because the Catholic Church was the only one which is real. I wonder at such 
edicts. They contradict what 1 am writing. Assuming they do not pull these decisions out 
of their asses, I have to examine them a bit and see if my own opinion needs to adjust to 
some new information that they have dug up. I learn from friends and enemies, of 
course. Facts are facts no matter the messenger. 

I wrote of this earlier, how they possibly believe this will lead to an anarchy of cults. 
Perhaps they have a point. I have studied cults, keep up on them, see how insidious and 
prevalent they are. I certainly would prefer the Catholics over the Scientologists; I love 
their churches for the ascetic beauty that brings god into sharp focus, have loved their 
priests and the tales of their brave battles with injustice. They will not be enough for all 
men, however. The protestant movement said that all men could have a personal 
relationship with God; that they did not need a Pope, or to pay Bishops to get rid of some 
sin or another. 

This thought led to the American experiment with all the various religions coming 
here knowing they could find the freedom to grow, that no one would mess with them as 
long as they followed the laws of the lands. At least this is the perfect way it was 
supposed to work. We all know that each successive wave of immigrants brought a 
corresponding storm of prejudice against the new culture competing in the cities 
economic sectors. 

I remember, before Savage Grace, thinking that perhaps China was right. That perhaps 
religions should be outright banned. Then I learned that people were still doing all sorts 
of mystical rituals and what not in China, believing various myths about rhino horns and 
such that I realized that a central religion that could be used to give some context to the 
unknowable would benefit the society. Trying to purely tie men to society denies that 
they are also tied to the spirit. Men will always rebel against this lie, for the Holy Spirit 
is a restless captive in our hearts. 

China is unique in that the religions have been repressed there for many years. This gives 
us some insight into a godless world. In China we hear of protests all the time. People 
are in the streets trying to stop corruption. 

The same is not true in America. We protest, but not on local community issues. We 
barely know what our alderman do in Chicago, let alone if we would agree with them. 

Yes, the dissidents are treated harshly. Etc. Yet, when I read their blogs, I get the sense 
that they are not fooled by their governments efforts to censor, yet still have great pride in 
their country, and understand that all of the world is growing, that only stagnation will 
lead to our loss... human rights will gradually become the norm. The artists will raise the 
children on their television tales, comic books... try to create them as noble creatures, 
who can look themselves in the eye with neither hate nor love. 



226 


Once you have seen his face ... 


I was a fiction writer before The Calling 

I played with the emotions and lies and games that you play with 
I was confused and lost and searching 
Just as you are... 

God has given me no way to deny him 

on almost all else I am 
just as confused as I ever was 


He made me the hidden one 

The spirit driving a taxi throughout the city spreading harmony between the races 
The spirit sitting beside you in university absorbing your world 
YOURLOVER 

The alien you knew would come 

Search your mind and you will find me staring back at you 
Search your heart and you will hear the beat of mine 
Look into my eyes and you will see eternity 

Hold my hand and you will feel the power of God flowing through you 

Love my body and feel the lightening of God 

Bear my children and know the blessings will be mighty 

And the risks, too 

They will be bom with powers 
I believe one night as I walk by the lake 
knowing my words are being recorded 

preaching over the wash of waves schlepping up over the sand 

I AM HERE NOW AND I WILL NO LONGER ALLOW YOU 
TO KEEP THEM IGNORANT 

I scream 

Like you have me 

That would endanger you all 

I see the children being raised wrong 
know 

they will only come to fruition from spiritual righteousness 
otherwise they will dwell ensconced in the world of flesh 
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...tell her that I am her Father 

And her burdens will always outweigh her blessings 

For she, too... shall feel the burdens of the streets as her own 

I will fill their flesh with old souls, gentle saints 

Who will believe in no throne but God’s 

I will spare them the vengeance of the angels 

The hungry, hungry need for power 

that flows through my veins like fire 

A vision of self expanding out from my flesh 
A clear spirit fdling all known space 


Far away 
Distant 

A planet bums 

I know this is earth and I know I exploded there 

Became flesh there 

Loved and laughed there 

Yet I am far away and distant 

Absolved of caring by a merciful God 

For the speck of burning matter in the soup of the universes 

Lightening and fire will flow 

Oh My God Why??? I find myself crying out in the night 
Pacing in my apartment filled with his glory 
Feeling the full weight of this battle 
1 cry onto GOD Is there room for change in this plan? 

HIS SILENCE IS MY ANSWER 

GOD made me the trickster 

The one who can make reality on this planet 

Man has made me the secret leader of their cabals 

Taken down the Monarchies and plunged crosses into their heathen chests 

I WILL NOT BE DENIED 

I sit here with my laptop 
2008 

Astounded that I am 

Almost embarrassed to say out loud what I know 
I Am 
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I can write the words 

Tell people they are a fictional rendering of a Christ 
Pretend that there are not millions out there aware of me now 

The Intelligence agencies have saved my flesh from assassins 
The USA has welcomed me in some ways 
Given me a platform 

Then the evil within them decided to starve me out of my cave 

Drive me into the hands of the merchants and whore mongers and Mafioso’s 

They may have raised me, protected me, drugged out the spirit from this flesh 

For this I have offered them forgiveness 

They have obviously been used by God more than Satan 

regardless of where these cabals souls were headed 

before the arrival of REDEMPTION walking, breathing and talking 

in Roger's Park friendly confines 

where we say hello to everyone 

and potential friends are a few words away 

where Peace is a given 

the Police a calming presence 

ensuring the crazier impulses are stopped before they start 

I would give you all the redemption of a neighborhood like mine 

translated into mountain villages and farm towns 

we all can begin to just say hello to one another 

Humans are kinder to hurnyns they know 

again - 

I must go back to being too young to listen to the library's rationalizations 
the infinite dreams flowing from every writers hand 
the truth astoundingly illuminated in a few words of poetry 
a painting or a song... 

back to a childhood simplicity - 

get to know your enemy enough to love some of their ways 
and then you can negotiate with their concerns in mind 

love THY NEIGHBOR 

applies to you and everyone else on this planet 

no matter which side of the line of demarcation line they make war upon 


Why is the truth 

always surrounded by a chorus of liars? 
The con men 
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are all around you 

they wear the mask of celebrities, politicians and preachers 
hide in the shadows under cover personalities 
They have vested interest in keeping you conned 
a docile customer in the store paying retail 

a mark at the carnival losing the rent throwing darts for stuffed animals 

I have been around GREAT MAGIC in men who began to realize 
One of them was Mike Masters 
my old cab boss who had spent years 
traveling with the carnival 

his powers in the midway to take money from normal folks 
bordered on miraculous 

he had been raised by a single mother 
his bad ass dad died violently in prison 

His brother became a cop who would tell any lie 
to keep his baby brother out of jail 
there were six of them who would provide 
alibi's for each other 

keeping them all out of jail countless times 
He tried to teach me to con people 

i TOLD HIM THAT I DID NOT EVEN WANT TO KNOW HOW 

He told me I should know in case anyone tried short changing 

three days later a little old lady tried to short change me 
i COULD HARDLY BELIEVE IT 
She probably got away with her scam countless times 
—even crooks get old 

So my view of criminals has been changed 
by growing up with kids who ended up in jail 
for doing fucked up things like beating their wife 

I saw the wife beaters dad beating them all senseless 

there crying teenage boys, crawling around on their enclosed back porch 

Their fundamentalist father smacking them with his belt 

threatening to move to the buckle side 

if they do not find some toad that got in there 

The kids who went to jail 

followed their father 

Beat up and bullied into a bully himself 
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the kid my age beat someone to death 

the girl I kind of loved, pruny 

grew into a pretty woman with drug problems 

who kept getting busted by small town cops 

with nothing better to do than harass pot smokers 

.... I say pot, suspect worse... just don't know 

To those who think I owe anything to anyone 
My debts have been paid by my performance 
you may not have handed me a dime 
of your blood money 

still, you will treat me with respect in this regard 
i have not really needed it 
I am fine 

I suspect the reason I could always trust the future to treat me kindly' 
even when all indications of seemed to be filling my life 
may have come from the underground taking care of me 

certainly the agents have been around me for years 
mostly Catholics... 

I took from the tv that there were hostages somewhere 
business men 

who were pleading their case with me 

or they meant me... a hostage here in Chicago... 

they had no need 

I would never order the death of anyone 
i BELIEVE IN REDEMPTION 

on the tv they started flashing a commercial 

with an elderly gentlemen in a blue suit and a maroon tie 

laying in a pile of money waving his arms 

telling the world they bring us 'Angels.' 

If you think you have to keep me a secret because of some crime 
you are wrong 

My innocence will stand up in court 

If you think you have to keep me a secret because you want the world to think I am dead 
forget it 
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If you think you have to keep me a secret for my own protection 

if there are forces that have come after me 

you are better off putting up security 

all of my weapons are offensive 

1 do not wish to use them in a populated area 

I am unsure of what would happen if I became angry 

enough to fight 

I see the scene in my mind like a horror movie 

standing in black with my hair flying around my head like a mane 

as the cyclones begin forming on a blackening horizon 

coming at my command 

lit up by constant cracks of lightening 

I fear 
for you 

the day from the prophecy 
when I become the praxis for lightening and fire 
spewing God's forces from my chest and back 
the endless streams of lightening and fire 

encompassing the world in wild oranges and red and yellow plumes of flames 
I seldom dream 

let alone something as desperately wild as this 

the same day I dreamt the truth of J.P. getting his ass kicked 

by a bunch of guys 

saw his black eye the next day 


Now that I know 
I would that the Mafia worldwide 
be replaced by sensible laws 
they are legislated into being 
by our unfair drug laws 

give people a few mild drugs 
and they will be happy 

when nixon started the war on drugs and they stopped most the pot 
from coming into america 
herion addiction shot up 

Presidents come and go without considering the hot button issue 

too afraid to piss off a few people 

too dense to understand that if the policy works 



the criticism will stop 

Country after country, study after study proves my side 
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I WILL LIVE TO SEE MY DRUG POLICIES INSTITUTED 
OR WE WILL HAVE, AT ONE POINT OR ANOTHER,.,, 

ONE OF THOSE BIG FUCKING PROBLEMS 

YOU NEVER WANT TO HAVE 

I WILL SAY AGAIN - YOU GO TO WAR WITH ME 

THE COLLATEROL DAMAGE WILL BE ALL YOU LOVE 

MY FOLLOWERS WILL HUNT DOWN YOUR FAMILY 

meticulously, slowly... or a blitzkrieg in the night 
if you are lucky 
if you are unlucky 
you will set off my wrath 


then all will be lost... 

a crater of unimaginable destruction will flood lake michigan down over St louis 

and that will be only the beginning 

Let them grow their own weed for God's Sake 
Regulate the drugs 

Instead of just legislating them into the hands of the anned underground 

kids who shoot each other up 

to scramble out of cycles of poverty 

to gain the symbols of manhood displayed in ghettos 

where the working class has long abandoned 

I hear the gang bangers stories when I am a cab driver, in jail 
they all say they joined gangs after being beaten up enough to know 
there is safety in numbers 

They are beat in and beat out 

They sell drugs and most make around minimum wage 

despite the myths of the few at the top driving around in Audi’s in the burbs 

kids who could change their ways on a dime 
given the right outlet 
a cause to believe in 



to place their misguided pride and violence into constructive purposes 
would mobilize the real fighters into the political system 
the rebels who long for change 

the oppressed — if you don't think it hits the psych hard when the cops search you all 
time 

you have never been searched 


Chicago has settled in around me like an armed camp 
SECURITY is everywhere 

subtle signs show me my apartment is still being filmed 
in one way or another 

at one point 1 told M, 

"This is a national security issue, now. They are never going to stop bugging me.." 
For awhile I tried to be polite to them 
stated loudly where 1 was going 
so they could chart my path 

they have even escorted me to buy weed... and they had to have known why 
I look at this and think 

'the fact that i am alive and have no agents knocking at my door 
asking about my intentions 
tells me 

they wish me to know nothing about them 
know I learn more in our encounters than they do 

It is hard to tell if such people are my friends or not 

I know when they mistook my laying in bed thinking and digesting for a few weeks 
as fear 

the mayor came on tv saying they had over '40' intelligence agencies reviewing the 
recordings 

from the cameras all over the city 

a general came on tv saying You No HAVE MADE HIM AFRAID TO LEAVE HIS 
APARTMENT 

I AM AFRAID OF LITTLE 

I AM AFRAID OF HURTING OTHER PEOPLE, ANIMALS, CAUSES... 

You have told me much in the last couple years 
world 

myths have become fact in my mind 
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in the bed I was mourning the dead 

feeling horrible that blood had to become involved in my campaign 

I blame the one's who drugged me into madness 
for the night I wrote, attack. 

I know that around the country 

various forces took me at my word 

acted in ways they believed I would approve of 

I was surprised by the hard core forces 

spewed out of our frustrated society in numbers that overwhelmed 
the countries cops 

In the heat of battle 
No death effects me 

I move on 

a machine bent on destroying the enemy 
following a course I know the outcome of... 

Afterwards... in August... I was assaulted by the import of life 

the terrible ways that my image had been used 

again 

to oppress 

to ostracize 

to make a great and mythic enemy for our enemies 

to sell products 

to find a fashion of dress 

I don't care anymore 

though this pissed me off to no end at first 

I got in with the wrong people again 
they seem like they are all around me 


I see myself in this compound 
Surrounded by soldiers and barbed wire 

Protected from criticism by those afraid my wrath will explode 
You Humans Are So Fucking Full OF Yourself 
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There is nothing you can say to me 
that I will not react to 

I am a reaction 
to you 

This is why Tom Cruise's biography will be erased in time 

Replaced with a buffoon that will make his cringing children change their names 

Spit on their heritage 

And mourn the empty space their father leaves in our tribe 
as we begin the ultimate trek 
to the face of God 

If Rapture broke out today 
I would not take him with me 
His time of forgiveness has passed 
The Zealot's eye is shown blind indeed 
As the open minded Christ arrives 


BE NOT FOOLED BY 

What they will say of MY CRITICISM OF YOU 
IF I DID NOT CARE I WOULD STAY SILENT 


One day you will fear my silence 
And welcome my words 


Join our tribe 
Stay in yours 
Chill 

There is no hard and fast rule on how to attain enlightenment 
I believe I know the most direct path... 

How Could I Not? 

I would tell you to start simply 

knowing from the start that no matter what has happened in your life 

no matter how man turns away from you in disgust 

I am here for you with a gift of Infinite Love 

and all I ask in return 

is that you know there is no perfection 

strive to live in the new dream 
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by simply knowing no one is better than you 
and you are better than no one 

Throw all your concerns in the center of an arthurian table 

and then all sides of the stones must address the concerns as their own 

this is the path to peace 

inside and out 


Love the unique 
know 
god makes 
no one 
by mistake 

everyone around you is a teacher waiting for the student to appear 

always be the student 

assume others know what you do not 

like one does with professors 


There is no religion that need be held above another 
I have been all of them 

The universal striving for patterns, meanings... 

Cannot be denied by the civilizations that develop astronomy 
Or the tribes who worship the bones 
Of their dead 

Or those that write 
Encyclopedias 
About the angels 
Who fit on a pin head? 


The dark haired smirking false one 
bounces joyously on Ophra's couch 

happy as a clam that the committee of old men who made the decision 
liked the girl enough to bring her into their fold 

He has an ego need to spread the scam 
dreams of mightily walking as a god 
Is the most unholy icon on the Big Screen 

Next comes the Limbaugh's who Use Propaganda 

To obscure the truths they refuse to accept 

Simply because they're fanatical followers of their local team 



Mimicking the money molested mutterings of their minions 
Suffering from the luxurious sins of their fathers 

They will sing their broken songs until they turn into the screams of the burning 
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I would tell you to go after these two 

Though I must say that I do not mean that their flesh must die 

I appreciate the enthusiasm that killed Jerry Fall well 
After I wrote of his demise... he died a week later 
Heart attack the papers say — yes, my heart attacking his 
Though I would never order such a thing... or ever approve 

I could kill with a look 
A gesture toward the sky 

I am sure God could make miracles flow from my fingers like these words 

This is not the way of GOD 

God is the word 

NOT SOME CHARLATAN 


You do not find God by watching magicians 

You find God when you realize that within you there is a being 

A Holy Ghost 

That knows the way to my heart 

Fight Fire with Fire 
Destroy my enemies 

With the words that are your greatest gift from GOD 
The simple win comes by passing along your beliefs 
In a louder voice 

Walk in the name of peace 
Or be forewarned 

You are better off walking away from me 
Scientology is a money making cult 

that turns its members into right wingers with a cause they will die for 

even the best of religions 
will be judged 

I see myself in the roles 1 played in their books 
my mask showing up in their histories 


1 have lived many lives in India 
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Many lives as a Muslim 
as a Christian 

in the middle ages I was taken for a threat to the peace 
at first 

a rabble rouser who refused to go by king's religion 

they came for me and the skies blackened 

lightening began precision striking down the troops 

a cyclone blew up and tore most of them from their mounts 

men spinning off screaming until hitting a tree and becoming a splash of red 

mangled flesh 

They captured me afterwards 

kept me in a castle in a cage with huge black spikes turned inward 
they church was sure that I was a Wizard 

I did not know 1 held such powers 
I tried to call them at will and they did not come 

until the day they tried to hang me 
the cyclones returned, the lightening 

I walked off unscathed through the storm 
my enemies destroyed by the winds of change 

1 began to suspect I was not human 

Some mix between a woodland god and a woman 

I was older by then... had my long white hair and beard 

respected around as a healer 

and a soft touch 

An angel came to the woods around my house 
I was sitting at breakfast and felt the presence outside 

a white being in the center of a golden glow of wings gently flowing with the wind 

hovering above my hand 

holding out his alabaster white hand 

telling me that I am the one 

hidden in this life 

for now 

the Angel showed me future lives I would live 
telling me I would forget this in rebirth 
until I was once more awakened 
and told to march through the crowds of man 


the now 
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when I remember the past 
and bits of the future 


from the first time that man 

asked about his death 

I have been here in some fonn to answer 

slowly shifting the perceptions of the planet 

enough to recognize the spiritual world 

was alive as well 

relevant 

and accessible 


There will be a judgment on the Muslims, too 

Jews 

Romans 

Hindu's 

Buddhists 

And you you you 

I WILL NOT DAMN SOMEONE FOR BEING RAISED 
IN A PARTICULAR RELIGION 
OR 

WITHOUT 
A RELIGION 

GOD OR NO GOD 

YOUR REACTION TO YOUR ACTIONS ALONE 
GETS YOU JUDGED 


The forgiven humyn knows what I mean by this without contemplation 


Your heritage is rich with pride and good deeds 
Religious or otherwise 

I would never destroy all that has been wrought in God's name 
The path you take up the mountain is irrelevant 

I will surprise some of you on judgment day 

We will meet on high and you will tell me you never believed in me 
I will tell you that you need not believe in me to be saved 
living righteous is enough 

knowing the father is enough — all of my masks lead to his side 
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Fear Not Entering Any Temple That Preaches Peace 
Temples that preach war are our enemies now 
the schools in the middle east 

where they make the united states the enemies of their religion 
must become things of the past 


By ANY MEANS NECESSARY 
they would not be like this 
if they knew us 

I meet so many people who would do anything 
to help this world 

they just don't know where to start 


Who am I to judge these religions? 

All must judge religions. . . plural 
to find the way to God 

better to know all religions 
than one 

there is wisdom in all 

Follow the words of your god to first justice... 
then peace and love 

And you are following a mask of my face on earth 

I care not if you worship god or GOD or no god 
As long as you do not try to force your folly on others 
YOU TRY TO BUY A SOUL TO WORSHIP YOU 
OR ANOTHER HUMAN BEING 
I WILL WAR ON YOU IMMEDIANTLY 

TO STOP THE SINS OF THE FATHER'S FROM FALLING ON THE SONS 

My offer of mercy will be your only memory 
As you suffer my wrath 

THIS I SWEAR TO ALMIGHTY GOD HIMSELF 

I HAVE BEEN ALL RELIGIONS 
TRIED TO SHAPE THEM 
WITH MY PROPHECIES 
I HAVE COME IN BURNING BUSHES 
AND FEVERED DREAMS 
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MOVIES AND BOOKS AND CATS 
THEY great they 

Will FIGHT ME AT EVERY TURN 

As I disembowel their powers 

THEY ARE one percent of you 

Powerful as they are 

We control them now 

And will force them to share the wealth 

Yes... share. We do not wish to stop innovation. 

We wish innovation to be for the sake of love of innovation 
We want money to not be the object 
To be discredited 
Looked at as a necessary evil 

The advertisers should mostly be outlawed 
Teasing the poor and tempting the shopoholics 
A neon sign saying 

Buy this no matter the problems it causes the environments, 
The economically enslaved 
Or your checkbook. 

Pavlovian beasts we all of course want it all 
We pecked the red dot and expect to be rewarded 
This is the way capitalism works. 


Demons create cults 

To keep you locked in rooms of ignorance 

Away from the light 

Chain you to a putrid vision 

Of one life one man 

To stop you from seeking the mysteries 

Hold you down in the basic gravity of the animal 

They believe they are doing right or not... 

Just scamming or using a few hypno-techniques to help the world 
L. Ron thought he was Satan 

The idea of a religion created by someone who wanted to be Satan 
Makes me wonder about the anti-christ... 

In Hollywood they offer all the would be actors 

Classes on how to get agents 

And even let them act in their productions 

Specialize in stroking their egos and taking their money 

Like a lot of half ass therapy, there are benefits 

No drugs and shit makes a lot of their lives better 



They keep the crazy ass secrets until the end... 
Because everything they promise is a lie 

I have given little thought to the anti-christ 
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We are all slaves that they are afraid will learn to read 

And emerge from their ignorance (read: the autobiography of Frederick Douglas) 

We can rage with words in our 'fictional' books 
For a lifetime 

Or we can kill another in one blind moment 

And spend the rest of our lives imprisoned, disaffected... brought down and demonized 

I HAVE DIED BEFORE I WOULD BREAK A LAW 
STARVED WHEN I COULD HAVE STOLEN 

WHEN THE LAWS WERE FAIR 
IF THEY ARE NOT 
I END UP A CRIMINAL 

Demonstrate peacefully 
Without their violence 

THOUGH FEAR NOT FIGHTING FIRE WITH FIRE 
I am 

Pax Romano 

You will know the false religions 

By their claim that there is no God above their words 

All people who have heard the holy word 
Could come into my fold and be welcomed 
They will not 

The Jews wait for a savior that has already come 

Some among God's Chosen Grew Petty When I Opened the Door to Gentiles 

They wish to be the only chosen 

After I have told you 

All are chosen 

Now 

They try to move their people onto stolen land 
Homestead within the heart of others work 
Stop this pillaging... 

Or I will war on you, too 
Oh Israel 



No Land iS More Holy Than Chicago 
at the moment 

the land of my first birth 

is the womb 

from which the child 

crawled out into this fragile 

world of crystalline glass 

where 1 see through all of you 

into the golden globe of your souls 

glowing softly through the soiling of your life 

an energy that nothing your flesh can dream up can kill 

a soul 

an energy that emerges from your cocoon 
flies 

yes, flies 


fast... you feel a pulsing rush as the air smashes past you 

your fists and sword out before you as you fly down into a crowd of < 

you pull the sword back over your shoulder 

feel the weight in your hand 

as you swing the glittering blade forward 

up over your head and then downward 

an arch of cutting that slices down into a helmet 

through an unsuspecting brain 

embeds between two wide open eyes glittering with crimson streams 

the memories of my times in Israel are mostly good 
having a few good friends to share my time and thoughts with 
a good woman and fun children and all a man could want 
unless you take into account the spiritual world 

God prepared me for my time in the desert 

by preaching’s from my childhood 

words of Rabbi's whose wisdom was unquestionable 

to disobey them was to turn against God himself 

During this time too I have been tempted 

when I was asleep I was easily lead 

they could give me the woman they wanted me with 

steer me to an apartment they had bugged up 

insert people into my life all over the place to keep me here 

in Chicago 



Ignorant of how I am perceived in the world 
unable to make my case 
for justice 
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silenced by the secrets an old spy keeps to his grave 
I now have to forever pretend some things did not happen 
anywhere except in fiction 

or a pretense to fiction, even 

my world cracked like an egg 
I broke through 

smashing my way out into the son 

The soldiers by my side acted on 

cryptic messages I was not conscious of giving 

something would come over me 

and the words 

flowed 

like 

now 

as 

poetry 

becomes 

the words of God Himself 


"Poetry is the voice of God." 
deadcountry.ebloggy.com 


My cradle I have given you my Grace 
Now is THE TIME TO 
REMEMBER WELL 

WHY I DESTROYED THE MERCHANTS AND MONEY LENDERS IN YOUR 

TEMPLE 

AND KNOW 

THE CROWDS ARE ON MY SIDE THIS TIME... 

AND THE ROMANS BOW BEFORE THIS KING 


I WILL WAR FOR THE RIGHTS OF MUSLIMS 
CHRISTIANS JEWS BUDDHISTS HINDUS.... 
Against any who walk in the ways of the dark one 
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The radical Muslims use the words of god to treat their women like cattle 
Spread the lie that my loving dogs are unclean 
Use god's name to wage war 
Against my annies... 

TAKE THE BLESSED ALLAH AND DEFILE HIS GLORIOUS NAME 

Make no mistake 
I AM LIBERTY 

& MY ARMY IS FILLED WITH ANGELS 
They can bring you infinite blessings 
Or infinite trials... 

This is not a battle between religions 

This a religion battling to be heard among other religions 

I love the Muslim no less than any other 

Saddam needed to be brought down 
So did the leader of Darfur 
And... 

We all know... 

THE PROBLEM IS WE HAVE FOUGHT nation vs. nation 
RATHER THAN BY THE RULES OF ONE WORLD 
WHERE A CRIMINAL IS A CRIMINAL IS A CRIMINAL... 

As it is in times of peace 

too often we are the criminals we wish to condemn 
we are the only ones who have dropped the bomb 
unless we start reducing those missiles 

there will no stopping the scramble by the disaffected to get their hands 
on the best defense possible 

The storied times of peace that none have known yet 

We all know that soldiers are needed on this planet 
To put out the fires of the godless takers 
The path to peace is lined with the dead 

We need to draft the young of the rich and powerful 
Make their decision to go to war personal 

Fill them with the same dread of the small town where I grew up 
Where the working people were taken away 
As the rich boys bought their way out with daddies money 
And lawyer trickery 
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KNOW I WOULD END WAR TODAY IF I COULD 
I HAVE OTHER ORDERS 

I will war to peace 

Fori have learned you know no other way 

And the evil will respond to nothing less than revolution 


Bum Baby Burn I will cry one day 
My enthusiasm for the blood will come 
My vengeance will be felt on every corner of this globe 
Do you not see the weather I command? 

The tornados and floods and fires I bring with my words? 

I have shaken this WORLD to its core without even trying 


a long haired stoner in CHICAGO 
writing lazily away on the shore of lake mitchum 
spending my days popping pills and walking the dog 
dreaming of movies and God and Armageddon 
sent out into a play 

the dialog is fed to me from a direct current to God 
I let my body follow the inspiration from above 
dance to the tune of an Angelic Choms 

as the people around me back off like a madness has enveloped me 

mistake the fire of God 

as something that will bum them 

ignoring my promises of warmth 

peace 

love 

they were afraid I would avoid violence 

then they were afraid I would be too violent 

Now I am fully awake 

They Great They 

are damned lucky 

that I was not in this place 

last year 

I would have went into the underground 
waged war against them 

This was not God's will... 

My Powers Are Too Great To Use Among Civilians 
The Vengeance of my fires will bring the sky 
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down around you 

streams of lightening strikes and whirling tornados 
slam into the downtowns buildings 
the skyline begins to glow red with fire 

hollow screams of the dying 
will fill the air 

the siren calls of ambulances and cops 

my despair will be the equal of the worst of you 

longing for my own end 

I will turn from the carnage and move on 

let The Patient Mother steadily move in and grow 

sprout fields and sand dunes where your concrete monoliths once stood 


Humans thinking they know how to raise angels.... 

Are there others you hide from me? 

You did what you did to me out of ignorance 
I forgave you without malice 

That shit ends today 
Or you too my beloved spies 

Will be dragged out into the court of public opinion 
Where you know you will be stoned for your sins 

Most of the angels I see do not even know what they are 

I read Jesse Jackson in the Sun Times 

See his wings as he preaches at PUSH 

they are larger than the planet 

enveloping our trembling selves 

Reverend Jackson's sermon 

causes my arm to raise in a panther salute 

my head to bow before his wisdom 

His words could be coming from my mouth 

I trust him as I trust almost no other face they have displayed before me 
He offers to take me to Africa 

I have been having visions for days when 1 hear his words 

In one I was home on Heaven 

a coral like beast 

in a world with only two colors 

purple and blue in every variation you can imagine 
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stunning silence 
calm 

gorgeous to the senses 
overwhelmingly peaceful 

Our words for violence are all associated with other beings 
We have not fought battles between ourselves 

i am longing to be there 

feeling truly homeless on this earth 

I tell him as much through the television 

Now I am unsure if I made the right decision 

Have to trust My Father 

that there is a reason I am in Roger's Park 

1 long to go away to the Euphrates 
see the lands I have lived in before 

be with people who are warm and enthusiastic and battling 
for the righteous causes all around us 

wings 

mesh around the planet 
a cocoon 
of angelic souls 

waiting for the on rush of beings 
the time of leaving 
when I bum all this shit down 
so to speak 

the angels will shepherd your souls to my side 

as we rejoice 

the time has come 

for the journey to the Father 

The waiting for the End is part of my job 
Death is my friend 
Another way of being 

I tried to kill myself 

took enough pills to kill five people 

died six times in the emergency room 

my mother was screaming at me to wake up 

The doctors tell them they cannot save me 



that I have taken too many pills to live 
they found me too late to pump my stomach 

1 laid down in the bed thinking these were my last moments alive 
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my consciousness ends with my soul flying off front my body 
and exploding into a red sun 

I wake up a few days later in intensive care 
on breathing machines and other contraptions 

The doctor asks me if i believe in God 
says there is no way I should be alive 

I was angry over being brought back 
the nurses got pissed that I was not grateful 
that they had brought me back to life 

Other times, too 

an open artery in my intestine 

after having a pollop removed 

the worst case scenario for this surgery 

sudden death 

nothing they can do 

blood in my puke 

blood out my ass 

going in my arm 

My best friend dies across state 

in Indiana, Garrett, where he has basically gone mad 

has quit school and become obsessed with watching a girl's house 

seeing her leave and come home 

freaking her out 

We were his only friends 

me and my two brothers 

we had moved away a year or so before 

without us he was an only kid 
with turrets 

jerked his head to the side 

and stuck his tongue out all the time 


they told him he was crazy 
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that he could stop this if they could figure out why... 

the taunts at school and the beatings and ... 
drove him away front all but his quirky parents 

who had loud sex in their camper 
with him in the top bunk 

and then were shocked when he became a bit a pervert 
in a hannless way to others 

He kills himself with pills 
I am in Bowling Green 
my bleeding bowels heal 

inexplicably 

the doctor is so freaked out 
that he will not treat me again 

The nurses tell me the next day 

'We thought you were going to be seeing angels last night." 

I met his ghost a few years later 

Amazed that a psychic at a campground 

could describe the soul hovering over us at the fire 

telling me and my brothers and her husband and a few half or fully drunk folk 

'There is a lonely spirit here, he is trying to contact you." 

I feel his spirit 
his presence 

it is reassuring 

as if the dead has risen 

ever lasting life proven to me 

when he left fear gripped us 

I was eighteen but I let the psychic accompany us back to our campsite 
she stops under a tree and says she feels great power there 

1 look up and see a stub of rope in the branches 
remember camping with Dave years before 
when the rope held a tire 

Dave slammed his head into a tree there one day 
I put my arm around him and lead him back to camp 
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This was one of the few times I ever touched him 
I took care of him 
He was jolly 

joking about the whole thing 

His family camped but they kept to themselves 

didn't have fires 

sat in their cat filled camper 

We were built in friends who made a big fire and had a lot of fun 
my mom was a great chef out there 
every meal a big celebration 

Must have been some of the best times of his life 

I tell the psychic what happened 

when we get back to my dad's camper 

a run down rusty place where he lived year around 

on a small lake 

there is cat 

under a tree purring and hunching his back as if he is being petted 
We feel Dave under the tree again 

Then we know he is flying off over the lake and going somewhere 

we freak out after he leaves 
all night the cats outside howl 

We never discuss the night again 
odd... 

I love people 

everything about them 

even their faults are fodder for laughter 

lampooned light for the minds out there embedded in the darkness 

I hope to leave this planet in the best shape possible 

My will however bends to His Hill And His Vengeance Is Dark Indeed 

I have felt his power 

I staggered out of my bedroom after pulling lightening from the sky 
knowing I can do the miraculous 
changes me 

the destructive capabilities bestowed on me 
are too overwhelming to the mind 
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waking up a weapon 
my heart ticking like a clock 

makes me rail against 
humankind being annihilated 
even as I try to face the fact — 

I have become a creature of His Choosing 
a prowling predator 
savage grace 
in your garden 

offering all a choice of who they would like me to conjure up 

from the personalities that flow up from my unconscious 

will you meet the savage warrior 

sworn to stop your ravaging of peoples and lands 

or will you approach the graceful monk 

I am a reasonable person 

When I said we will kill every Catholic in this town 
or everyone over 45 
1 was just messing with you... 

And trying to drive home the horror of the threat 
Of an anned revolution 

When you were filming me and showing even the children 

I felt compelled to rebel the best 1 could 

leave the apartment a mess 

walk across the living room naked 

and hearing a comment about my brown eye 

on Good Morning America 

What could 1 do? 

1 tried to tell people the stories that seemed important to me 
the issues 

how 1 feel about the power of the military 
man 

the church 

1 was surprised that I was taken so wrong 
No one should have drugged me 

whoever set me up for this 
is now forgiven 

I understand waking me up had to be done 
and 1 will trust that you meant no harm 



or at least mean no harm now... 


Yet when God came to me and told me the importance of my 
I was willing to do Anything to Save THIS WORLD 

I have seen and read and experienced too much violence 
I am a person who attacks back 

I would rather there was a more reasonable conversation 
Still, 

You would be well 
to try not to offend me 

let alone chain me down and display me in a zoo 

my name, once known, will be forever embedded 
in the new consciousness 

I want this to be the end of my mission 
words 

We will see 

Sometimes I believe the end is nigh' 

Now that 1 have to believe in God and myself 
more miracles are to come 
He chooses the time 
Not Me 

I can call rain 
lightening 

and floods with my rage 
I keep it in check 

one day I experimented with a blue sky 
drew a strike of lightening out 
that I was able to dissolve before it hit land 
I was very pleased to have some control 

amazed to dumb numbness 

some will think I am merely a rain maker 


perhaps they will medicate 
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me into 

believing this has been a mania 

Nothing that will be done to my flesh 
can change my message 


Yes, the pollution could kill this planet 

and only humans are equipped to stop their sins against the mother 
give life back to the gentle rhythms of nature 
be gentle shepherds of land and animals 

No one man should reign supreme 

There are too many sides to every issue 

Too many voices I would have to hear to know for sure 

that I have made the right decision 

Obama should be in the white house 

Do you not see why we need this man to be president? 

Can you not hear the calm reassurance of God in His Words? 

He has been chosen by me... before he even ran 

Like John McCain... who was destined to bring the republicans back 

From their bloodthirsty thoughtlessness... 

Ignoring the blacks while they run for the presidency alone 
Keeps God from giving them power 

He has placed a man who once a tortured prisoner of war himself at the head of the 
Republican Party 

His very presence mocks guantanemo 


I sit here at five am 
The world asleep 

As the words of God rage through my body and ignite my mind with strange fires 
I am unused to this 

Have a hard time dealing with the burden 

The schizophrenic duality of having Christ in this Flesh 

How I Keep Wondering Could I have not known? 

Now half the world would like my flesh 
Call me the anti-christ 
A usurper 


"I'm not bad. 

I'm just misunderstood. 
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Poi dog pondering 


When I was offered to run America 
I said No 

I told you that the separation of Church and State 
Is the will of God... 

My Throne Is On High 

You cannot tempt me with another 
Do you not read your bibles...? 

The prediction is all there 
Buried 


I question God on what happened 

See ways I could have handled everything better 

Know then that God's ways are His 

We walk in His dream 

Eat of his fruit 

Love his love 

Hate his hate 

You need to wake the fuck up now 

Get out of your stupid ass lives and try to fight 

The powers that hold me down 

Keep me tacked up on this cross 

They stop you from hearing wondrous words that I will only speak face to face 

No matter how gilded my cage 

Chicago is a prison to me now 

The corrections officers are all familiar faces 

My girlfriend and the people at the comer store who appear with questions for me 
The beat poet who told me that the entire world knows I am Christ 

You think you are protecting me 
And I forgive you 

I am protecting you, however 

And your arrogance makes me seethe with anger 

When I part from this city 

You will mourn the lost opportunities to hear my words 
From my lips 



I told you when the entire world knows who I am 
That we will scream my name 
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THE PRECIOUS TIME HAS ARRIVED 

Scream out your penance 

SPEAK IN TOUNGUES and shake and holler 

Tell your children that the New Time Has Come 

TELL MY NAME TO YOUR BOOKS, MOVIES AND MOUNTAINS 
SONGS 

EXPLAIN TO THEM THE CHRIST 
HAS BEEN FORCED TO HIS KNEES 
AND HE WISHES TO WALK 

Praise God for the return of His Son 
PRAY TO YOUR GOD 

Do not pray to me 

Pray To the God You Are Comfortable With 
Ask Them How You Should Treat Me 

He Listens 
I Act 

Blessed will be the humyn who walks beside this Lord 
Cursed will be those who try to stop 
My holy march around this world 

I know that your superstitions stop a lot of you from believing me 
I understand how difficult this is 

I would never have believed I am this being without a preponderance of evidence 

God made me to know the walls between man and spirit 

God made to know all kinds of love and hate 

God made me to know humans well enough to write the words 

That will be their future 

He has made me The Hand of God 
Given me a pen 
And a sword 


I am 
Now 
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Bow before God and Ask for his forgiveness 
Before it is too late 

And all the love in the universe cannot save you 
God will not allow all of you to come with me 
1 realize this now 

I am here for the soldiers who follow the meek 

Are you ready to sit down and talk with me? 

I am ready to face my enemies and offer a white dove 
I am ready to face my enemies and offer missiles and destruction 
I am ready to love many women 

Ready to walk among men and talk of the wonders God has shown me 

There is so much I could teach 
If only I had a stadium 

Filled with people I could take on mental journeys 
Leading to the Father's Throne 


Today I have no food, no weed, no smokes, no internet, no cable, and no reliable sources 
of intelligence 

Man has taken my drivers license 
Ripped off my dick 
Damned my love of men and women 
Told me I am a perversion 

HOW CAN THE SON OF GOD BE A PERVERSION? 

No more than a bonobo chimp can be a perversion 

Your pretensions to God Head 

Leave you trapped between what you are and what you wish to be 
Lynched by your reason 
And buried by your logic 

Would God Make Me A Perversion? 

Think long and hard on that one 

Pompous 

Pushers 

Of a money grubbing god 

Who looks just like you in the mirror 

You will find 

GOD MADE ME BISEXUAL 
SO I COULD SEE THROUGH 

YOUR ILLUSIONARY DAMNING OF HOMOSEXUALS 
He takes no chances with the likes and dislikes of His Son 
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You have seen me out think my enemy at every turn 
Or have you? 

You will 

They have might I do not need 
They know it 

They would have killed any human who tried to lead the total war for total peace 

The assassins were sent 

And they roam out there still 

God used men who surprised them to save me 

See how clever His plan? 

We offer our enemies a better alternative than warring against us 
We do not defeat them and have our way... 

My soldiers have always respected that I would do anything short of genocide to save 
their blood 

They value the easy camaraderie of soldiers who have fought one another honorably 
On another's orders 

And now just wish to have friends to walk home with 
Forty acres and their mule 

Oh, you are still going to honor my pledges 
To the suffering people for retribution 
Or we will take restitution 

I want those immigrants who live without violent crime 
To be granted IMMUNITY from your unfair courts 

THIS TIME THE SOLDIERS WILL BE RESPECTED 
WE RETURN FROM OUR WORLD WIDE WARS 
ENRAGED WARRIORS 

YOU WILL GIVE US OUR PEACE 
OR WE WILL TAKE IT FROM YOU 

DRINK YOUR ROYAL BLOOD 
AND PISS IT INTO THE GUTTER 

I want the internally displaced in our country to be freed now 
Those kept in ghettos 

Locked away in our racism, nationalism... the petty likes and dislikes of fashion; 

The mad run for the cash register into which you have reduced this gorgeous life 


FREE 
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NOW 


NOW 

LET YOUR MIND THINK OF YOUR OWN SOUL 

THERE ARE FEW READY 
TO STAND BEFORE ME 
LET ALONE GOD 


DAMNING OTHERS DAMNS YOU 

YOU HAVE NO RIGHT TO JUDGE OTHER MEN 

NO RIGHT TO KEEP YOUR COURTS OF IMPOSSIBLE STANDARDS 

TO KEEP SO MANY PEOPLE IMPRISONED 
SHOWS HOW UNFAIR YOUR SYSTEM IS 
To damn so many keeps them from the churches 
Drives them to made up gods and unholy icons 

Sex is a couple glands going off 
Why would 1 care? 

Choose your partners with lust or love 
Why would 1 care? 

Go honestly and with welcome to another's bed 
And you go with God 

Stone no one for their sins... 

Unless you are without sin 

None are 
Not even me 

I have done all of the things man has 
I have lied and distorted and deluded 
Mostly I have been righteous... 

Yet I had to learn all sides of this table 

Go into every way of being 

Live countless lives steering man toward this time 

When the righteous will leave this planet 

Enlightened ones 

Who will no longer need the cycle of reincarnation 
To shape their souls 
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I found good and evil in every breast, in every land, in every religion 
I love you you you 

Though I will learn to hate some of you 
God will grant me that slight appeasement 
When the day comes to bum all this shit down 
And leave Eden in the hands of the animals 
Who stayed away from the tree of knowledge 
The innocents you keep penned in hellish farms 

The meat you eat without a thought of the horrors that brings the flesh to your plate 
There will be a time when the word holocaust applies to cows and pigs and chickens 
Your children's children will look at you like Nazi's deluded into a dark following 

I wish no glory for myself 

I wish no wealth other than what is needed to travel this planet 
You can hide me or reveal me on this journey 
I must make it... 

They Must See That I Walk 


THE TIME HAS COME TO DO GOD'S WILL 
Pray hard on this man 

YOUR SOUL HANGS IN A DELICATE BALANCE 


For 

TODAY 

THIS DAY YOU SEE 

ALL AROUND YOU 

AS YOU LOOK UP FROM MY WORDS 

AT ALL YOU THOUGHT HAD MEANING 


This very day.... 

I AM 
ALIVE 

FOR A FLEETING SECOND 


FLESH AS YOU ARE FLESH 
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ALL PRAISE GOD ALMIGHTY 

And all sin for his son 
The scapegoat 

The straw dog upon which the village places their sins each spring 
And the wind blows away 

Allowing once more for the fields to grow in innocence and grace 


...best remember how a tornado can take that straw 
And drive it into the side of the hardest oak 
For the time has come for the vengeance of the straw dog 
When he must turn on the people and tell them... 

I am innocent. 

You must account for your own sins now 
For the wind knows your game 
And I am the wind 


I am His caress 
And His sword... 

The Blessed Time Has Come To Decide 


Which you will beckon 

From 

Your 

GOD 


The poetry and essay's and stories you have probably just read came out of a wondrous 
year in my life, and later times, the moments spent reflecting on, or dealing with, the 
ramifications of how my time in the spotlight has effected the world. I have seen 
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wondrous signs that my words are getting all over the globe and effecting world policies. 
The shifts are secret mostly. Very interesting world we live in. A new power is here, 
though... and the times are different than they have ever been before. 

There is a reason that I am walking among you, and I intend to find out what that is... the 
mysteries of seeing the government's and others spies working full force to get my 
attention, generals and the media taking my advice... a soldier in an ice cream shop called 
me Coach. That is the last thing I thought anyone would ever call me. They must have 
brochures or something somewhere about how to act around me. Basically I have asked 
to be left alone to do what I do — which is write. I joked on the radio one night that all 
the security was in Chicago to take care of the paparazzi' 

wrote a poem about how they were dead if they started coming around me. They tried to 
show you my struggle with Spiderman as he fought his own dark side 
Hollywood and tv really came to my side, at first. Now, either I am a prisoner, or all of 
them have abandoned me. Oh, well. I assume the struggle 

goes on even as I write. This is the only logical conclusion I can come to about why I 
have not been approached more. For awhile there, it was too much like the Truman 
Show. I thought I could shock and jolt and prod people to do the right thing for the pure 
joy of it... was unsurprised when I found myself staring into a camera going out into 
millions of homes. From Chicago to China to Iran to Canada to wherever the hell you 
are, if you were let in on the secret of my being... 

I write this book mostly for those who already know the story. I understand there are 
people out there who may not have heard of my war, and 1 know powerful people who 
are among those who without any doubt know who and what I am. This list includes the 
armed forces, the Vatican, the intelligence communities, and a tapestry of people 
hungering for redemption, a reason to live other than they had been, a reason to rebel and 
fight off their oppressors... waiting for a movement all their lives that would let them 
really express how we feel about the politicians tearing down the new deal, forgetting the 
poor and broken... the veterans tom mind and body in our wars shuffled aside into run 
down veterans' hospitals.. Our time came and we lived and laughed and loved until the 
enemy was in our hands and then... we attacked. They resent that attack. Lost lives. The 
shit hit the fan. Protests became armed revolt. 


RELIVING 

I remember too much all the time 
everywhere 

behind my red white and blue eyes 
i am somewhere else 
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i cannot seem to stay in the room anymore 
my mind has too many questions 
there are rips in the walls of this room 
gaping holes revealing an infinity of dense stars 
flowing into my eyes 

the places 1 can go just behind my laconic expression are a tragic marvel 

there is magic that I will not reveal 
to the living 
terrible truths 

THERE IS NO EVIL IN ME 
this is the difference between us 
you will have a hard time seeing it 
after the way I have behaved 

This does not make me better than anyone else 

This does not mean that you are living in some evil way 

merely means that I have been burned down to the quick 

my sins mostly long ago placed in the category of behaviors I do not repeat 

i am not perfect in the way you imagine 

acting within the plans of God is the only way to assure perfection 
and this I do without choice 

I am not like you 

faith was not a question 

to be answered in quiet contemplation 

God came after me 


Does that make me Lucky? 

Fuck, I bemoan my fate every day 

you have no idea what 1 have been through 
You have no idea what God is asking me to do 


the weight of being sent here 
to destroy mankind 
is beyond fathoming 



264 


I don't want to believe it is true 

1 look at the seagulls flying low over the blue waves by the pier 
ask myself How Could God End This? 

God seldom answers my questions 
He tells me what I need to know 
spares me some of the awful details 

I know enough that I will NEVER be comfortable again 
How could I be? 

I have seen how this all ends and my part... 

I wanted only love 

the ticking bomb calling out for understanding... 


I spent my entire life coming to certain conclusions that were wrong 
just plain old wrong... 

God hid me from the Herrod's well in this flesh 

I marvel still at how perfected he educated me to do just what 1 am doing 
how he showed me about cults, military intelligence, various religions 
all the schools and classes seeking through philosophy, history, antrhopology 
taking pieces from everywhere and anywhere to fill up the tapestry of my puzzle 

the hungry, hungry need to know... 


1 would have thought that no one in the world 

had any reason to hate me 

Sure I have written a lot of offensive stuff 

but when you add up the sum of my work there is a deep morality 
an ethical sense of myself as tied into the workings of the world 
responsible to the truth 

again... I underestimated the superstitious nature of mankind 

ah, the irony of a god telling man he is superstitious... 

the irony of Jesus who says the Atheists are the true intellectual warriors 

the irony of God choosing me, 

of all fucking people... 

There are millions of people out there who dream of having the powers I do 
They tell themselves how they would save the world... 


they forget that leadership is about finding out what the people need and want 
forget how huge the problems of the world 
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during this entire ordeal 

I was suddenly having to deal with a spiritual eruption 
while being asked to lead some huge part of the known world 

I did the best I could 

more importantly I remained true to the inspiration of the performance 
seeking to throw open the doors of the churches for all... 


my life has been a journey up a torturous mountain 
where 1 have found only another cross 

cross after cross after cross.... 

I lay myself aside day after day to come in here and jot down the words 
work on the books 

always surprised again by the words God is slamming into my head 

spend hours and hours and days and weeks and months laying in bed with my good ear 

turned down into a feather pillow 

shutting out the sound of the passing cars as I drift 

in and out of time and space 


shifting through the clues 

trying to determine where I am at in the geopolitical world 
who my friends are... 
who my enemies are 


They baited me. Beat me. Knew I would attack back. I think they expected me to 
explode here in Chicago. I told them, no, not in my city of children. I do not kill 
innocence in no way shape or form. I am a true believer that when it was said, The 
Children Will Lead, that God meant he would change and evolve the species, always 
increasing the powers of the peaceful, and diminishing the influence of the war-mongers. 
My blood came from many sources, and there is a strong possibility that in my lineage is 
some magic. I have never been a warlock, or a wizard, or a satanist, or much of anything 
subversive. In my mind, though... I have lived in constant rebellion against the apathy, 
the unfair laws, the entire capitalist system long ago struck me as a game where the cards 
were stacked to reward a few at the top. I tried to participate without being in any 
heirarchy. Driving cab worked. 


Peaceful or armed, the revolts around this world rage... 
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This was never my intent, and the powers that be, they great they, know as much... 

I am no presidential assassin 

no traitor to Liberty 

No usurper of the people's power 

M. asked me one night if I thought that my site was getting people killed that the cia 
should take the site down. I said of course. The site went down for six weeks, came 
back up with editing that took out violence, scrambled the stories enough that key 
sentences didn't make sense. When I first noticed someone was breaking into my site and 
changing the words, I was astounded. A phone call from anyone who could rationally 
convince me of an argument would have been enough to reason with me. You over¬ 
estimate the savage nature of my mission. I prefer to meet one another gracefully. I do 
not have the answer for every situation violence arises within, however... and 1 respect 
people who fight against oppressors. The real ones. Not the made up shit the 
government seems to propagate, whether it knows it or not, like the disharmony among 
the races in america, fueled by prison segregation, which comes out into the streets, 
infects children... 

I have never dreamt of revolting, really. I assumed there was no underground. There is 
a reason I do not carry a gun... I cannot imagine needing one for anything. In addition, I 
have always felt that I am protected by God, and can only die on the day of his choosing, 
and I always knew he was preparing me to write something important, or so I sure as hell 
hoped after all the dues I had to pay as a working student, the funneling of my life into 
studying or driving cab... 

I accept the day of my death already. 1 know about when it happens. Even how. There 
is much to do before then... if we are going to avoid the armeggedon effects of the 
Greenhouse... I do not know if this is possible. Wonder sometimes if the flames in my 
visions is the greenhouse effect? 

I have a lot of questions still. I had kind of given up on this world long ago. Now that I 
have a certain responsibility to my fans and soldiers and followers and freinds, 1 feel like 
I must try my best to be a Gun. A starting gun. For a race where we all run together 
laughing and everyone let's the children win. The questions, though... who knew about 
me from the beginning? How and who has been using me? 

More than any of this... which, with my military intelligence schooling, tells me I may 
not learn for a long time, if ever... I am a security risk, Factor X in the human population, 
the future. I do not wish to herald the Armageddon. Do not wish to get into some war 
between supposed good and evil. I will not lead a Christian crusade against anyone. I 
speculate on my upbringing, hold all the clues given me in my mind, wonder who I can 
trust? 

Bono came on tv one day to mimic something I said, about how I endorse issues, not 
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politicians. He was on tv the next day saying what I had. After I came home one day, 
stunned and amazed that you were expecting me to lead this country. I told you that I 
believed in a strong separation between church and state, and refused your false throne. 
This was a temptation that harkened back to my days in the desert, when Satan offered 
me the rule of the world. My entire being recoiled at the thought of being a tyrant. 
Perhaps, hidden from me, there were reasons that this was done? I trust that is the case. 
When I got into this, I knew I would have to trust the masses to be clever enough to keep 
up with me. It pleases me immensely that not only did most of you get what I was 
saying, you helped me to understand what 1 had said. 

I am particularly grateful to a few people... 1 will name only the famous ones, who are 
already under scrutiny, to keep from spreading the infection of surveillance, which runs 
rapant now in my poor, fascist seeming government. 

The entire cast of Seinfeld, John Stewart, Whoopi Goldbert, Steven Colbert, David 
Spade, Bill Cosby and cast, Hillary Clinton, Senator Obama, Rev. Jessie Jackson, and.... 
the list would be endless. One day I will write down all that went between us during this 
campaign, when I am sure I can pay back their kindness. 


As you have seen from reading my story thus far, all I know for sure about the future is 
that I have two strong visions. One is man living in harmony with plants and animals, in 
green settings filled with trees and fauna, and in the other great tendrils of fire and lava 
flow across the land. I may be here because this planet has committed suicide and as 
such, the time has come to collect your souls. If so, once more, I am puzzled by God's 
plans? 

I am blinded by this flesh most of the time. Catch glimpses from the spirit world when 
He wants, not when I will. I have to pray for acceptance of his will, nothing more 
specific. You cannot will a lottery ticket to win, any more than you can will God to do 
your bidding. Look at the marvel of your body, understand he has plan within plan 
within... those who say evolution is not the work of God are just wrong. The two 
theories work together fine. Religion must adjust sometimes to science, especially when 
the issue is as off the wall as this one. Who cares where men came from? There are real 
arguments that need to be made by the clergy, and any preaching on this hot button issue 
is for the choir... of the crazed. Explaining the beginning in seven days was a good story 
that made sense of the inexplicable, nothing more. 


I am sure that this text is offensive to a lot of people. 


.... my intent is to transcribe the experiences of the translator of the spirit, the voice, 
hand, wrath and grace of God. A modem Jesus who has been around the block, the 
sinner who became a saint... most of the way. The angel who became flesh... most of the 
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way. I am a mystery, that is for sure. To myself and others, obviously. 

To my critics let me say this — you are lucky I mentioned you. You will discover this to 
be true one day and thank me, here or... on high. My main regret here, and believe me, I 
have a lot in a way, and in another way I just shrug and go, well, that was God's will. 
Wow. Amazing. Anyways, what seems the worst moment is my mind is writing in my 
pad at cook county hospital that if they did not see me right then they would have to start 
cutting off their legs or something... ridiculous crap. The people all disappeared from the 
front. A young blonde, dressed in the same blue as the hospital attendant, walks by me 
and gives me a fuck you and I Laugh at her spirit, the Hal thinking, shining, refusing to 
listen to power make ridiculous demands on them. ... I have written over and over that 
they should come to their own decision, not take mine... I have been awake seven days 
and can barely think... expelling my rage unto the page thinking the words were 
nothing... I went out into the parking lot feeling like someone was trying to get me to 
destroy the hospital.. I told them to give two million to the people inside, and four 
million to the people who were afraid for their lives... this should never have happened. 
When I returned to the hospital all the people were back, and I was taken right in. 

Amazing. Anyone who died from this campaign, is news to me. I hope I caused Jerry 
Fallwell to have a heart attack, but I can hardly do that, or surely never considered it in 
my power... despite the oddities I saw on tv between writing a poem about attacking him 
(and I meant by words and civil disobedience), and then saw a couple curious things on 
tv... a minister in front of a podium that read. Kill Jerry Fallwell.... I laughed at the 
Bizarre... said something later that this was just my askew sense of humor, and that was 
the problem with bugging me.... went on about how no one should kill a minister. Later 
I see Mario Thomas on tv talking about how he is a good man, as if they are trying to 
convince me... which they can't, you know, because I know him to be part of system of 
people who have opposed all I have believed in most of my life, and still do... if there is 
evil in this world, it is the Farwell's and the Cruises, who lead people away from God into 
a paranoid vision of their own making, propped up by misunderstood biblical passages, 
and worse yet — passages added by King's to keep their power from being challenged by 
a religion... or in Cruises case, words written by an avowed Satanist. Yes, L. Ron 
Hubbard raised his son as a Satanist, and he believed his father was working on some 
long term, dark magic. L Ron, back then... believed he was Satan. This is a dangerous 
mentality, by just about whatever lens you decide to look at this fact; Christians shudder 
at the thought, psychology would lock him up. 

I wrote the Poem about sharks striking fallwell after someone sent me a story about how 
he was claiming that Christ was not from a poor family. This slam against all poor 
people pissed me off. So I went after the hypocritical liar. Can you imagine being a left 
wing liberal and finding out that one of your supposed followers is Jerry Fallwell? Pat 
Robertson came on fairly early, surprising me. He endorsed some student who was 
walking around with a sign that do bongs for Jesus. Amazed I was, because this kid 
knew who I was, had grown the beard.... 
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The text you have just read is merely one way of telling my story. There is another, and 
another and ... I will write more prose as the years pass in this voice, and hope to pull the 
book together as a series, explaining the journey of the spirit through the world as I make 
my way toward some end that is sure to be momentous... What will happen and what 
may happen are still confused in my mind... I am not sure if I see futures that we will 
have, may have... there is a fork in the road, here, right now, as humanity journeys 
through space on this speck of matter. 

I am still located in Chicago, and basically just live as I did before this attention came to 
me. Before I was shown around as the boy who grew wings. Then... at some point, I told 
you, "Stop confusing me with angels. I am the Christ". Early in the campaign. I am 
standing at my sink puking for a week, poisoned somehow... my back is killing me. Out 
of the blue, the pills have stopped working. They did before, then... I am amazed that this 
all starts coming on me just when I am starting a radio show. Now I see how they tried to 
stop my campaign, and could not. I am a soldier. I marched into Hell once. There is 
nothing on this earth to compare to the battles 1 have won — by myself, with no help at 
all. Here I have plenty of assistance. An army that looks like your neighbors, your kids, 
your grandparents, your minister and the local radical. 1 have only to stir them up into a 
frenzy to cause damage to this world. 

I would have done this very differently had they not drugged me. Once they attacked me, 
I wanted the entire world to see., because I am innocent and anyone who attacks me is a 
criminal. I told you this long before. Interesting how it has come true. 

I still do not know the full extent of my power. This they keep from me, fearing I will 
begin using miracles against them. They do not understand that I am on their side, no 
matter who they are. 1 want to forgive everyone and send them home from the war. 

The United States must find the will to become a Moral Leader again. This is not 
something that the Market controls. We must forget the stock market, how much money 
we make, how other people look at us, and concentrate on examining ourselves, until we 
discover the holy ghost within. I am awake. I am here. I have been all religions, poor 
and rich, ugly and beautiful, fat and thin, man and woman... cycling through life after life, 
like many others of you. This is the Blessed Time OF God. Take heart in the thought 
that God so loved the world, he sent his only begotten Son to die for your sins. 

I AM the wind of change that tears apart the mountains and blows them into dust to 
dust... I AM The fire that can burn the sea. 

I am the great challenger. Christ in the Temple Of America attacking the selling of 
God. A humble man who would he was no different than you, who has felt the 
weight of the world make his journey one of stumbling up Calvary with a cross. 

This time the crowds are on my side, and the Roman's fear my wrath above all. 

If you feel I may have shunned you in the past, know i sought to protect you by 
keeping your name away from mine until i knew I could Protect you. I truly missed 
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a good time when I did not realize that John Stewart was calling me. I would have 
picked up. Later I heard someone on TV say why didn't he pick up when John 
Stewart called? 


original opening for elves attic that gov, shut down 


the elves attic 


BEWARE! 

BE VERY AWARE! 

A blood covered goodfellow king has returned from war and ain't taken no 
shit. 

i did my twenty years... 

SHOW LOVE AND RESPECT 

OR STAY 

THE HELL OUT 

OF THE HOUSE OF PAIN 

you do know I killed my oldest brother Paul??? He drew first blood; tried 
to kill me first... dropped me down two flights of stairs on my head after I 
quit screaming when he dangled me over... my stoic smile enraged the 
asshole... 

i loved him again 

by the time the eagle-spirit 

flew down enraged from my dreams 

my first kill was an accident. 

That does NOT mean he didn't die!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

THAT DOES NOT MEAN 

I DID NOT KNOW I MURDERED MY BROTHER 
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i swam in the blood of vendetta at 8 

i ran screaming from the house, "I KILLED HIM.... I have to run away!! 
I'll end up killing all of you..." A third grader barefoot in the snow... 
running anywhere away... My true father came out and told me it was not 
my fault... I believed liim ... then.... THE MURDERS WERE A 
REAPER'S business, I tell myself... as I try to inspire you to strip off 
the lies of comfort... and go deeper yet... to some new level of RIGOROUS 
HONESTY. PAUL I go to YOUR grave every day and cry my penance and 
celebrate seeing YOU again. 

TIME TO DO YOURS 

RENDER UNTO THI S CEASER!!!!!! 

you have two more days of MY GRACE 

by the way those lightening strikes are 
NOT wild and uncontrolled 

NO MORE SENSELESS KILLING 

NO YOU SHOULD REMEMBER THIS WELL: my aim is pinpoint 
accurate NOW; YOU ARE IN MY KILL ZONE. 

in first grade... no shit... I beat up ALL OF MY FIRST GRADE CLASS. 
EVERYONE, i never forget. They didn't either. Period. You'd best not, 
either. 

KNOW: I WASH OFF MY WAR PAINT 
ONLY WHEN ALL OF MY SOLDIERS 
ARE HOME. 

our name is sufi con. We are in CHRONIC PAIN, starving, BACKED 
INTO A CORNER and READY TO go out doing as much DAMAGE as 
the SAVAGE LORD allows!! 

WE TAKE NO PRISONERS.. 

CAN'T AFFORD THEM 
GOTTA BLITZKRIEG 
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SURRENDER TO MY CHILD PEACE 
or try again in the next life 
we will miss you ... 
i am at your back. 

I SWEAR WE WILL 

raise you right next time!!!!!!!!!!! 

FROM NOW!!! TO FOREVER!!! 
DON'T HURT OUR SOLDIERS 
OR WE GET YOU WHEN YOU DIE 
AND TORTURE YOU IN WAYS 
YOU CANNOT DREAM ... 


the great I inside us all 
will emerge 
become one creature 
fighting through a universe 


OF SAVAGE GRACE 


BLOOD 

is 

Being SPILLED 
IN YOUR NAME! 

THIS IS OUR WORLD WAR! 

WE WILL NOT FORGET!!! 

NOT FOR 1 

GORGEOUS SECOND!! 

THE POLITICIANS 
WILL FORGIVE THE WARRIORS 
or they will live in a box of pain 
for A THOUSAND YEARS 


Do NOT tempt us!!!! 




273 


My enemies can try again in the next life. 

... too much blood in my eyes. 

"I cannot believe John Scott Ridgway is not a household name." Da LA 
Times! 

NEED A COMMANDMENT? 

DO NOT TOLERATE PEOPLE ACTING SUPERIOR. 

PAIN acknowledges all gods and none. 

"I think they are seriously afraid of my talent." WARREN da APE 


to those about to ROCK 
we 

salute 

u 

mmttmmmtmmmmtmmttmttm 


The GANGSTA GENERAL X is right outside of your window looking at 
you thru his scope. He will rain hellfire in your quiet neighborhoods... you 
drew first blood... it would be JUSTICE. You better liisten when he tries to 
teach you forgiveness -- while he is still in the mood to grant THE GIFT. 


WE LOSE NOW 
WAR OVER 
WITHOUT 
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COPS SOLDIERS 
I AM A COP. 

I AM A SOLDIER. 

RU 


Mother, 

things just got weird. 


ridgway's were the first kings of england, crusaders and monks and priests 
since the dawn of recorded time... the blood of Arthur... the bloody genetic 
scraps of the Christ... a line of kings who TAKE GREAT PRIDE in dying 
beside their troops in battle. Sounds like braggy crap, but this is the crest 
of the peacock going up like a flag. Earned a soap box not by the name 
ridgway — the most famous one is a serial killer... earned mine through 
FOURTEEN FULL TIME years of school in mil. intelli., writ, CULTS, 
ANTHROPOLOGY, PHILOSOPHY AND HISTORE .. a PUNISHER IN 
A TAXI for SEVENTEEN YEARS and learning to love me and you and 
forgive us all — PERIOD. 


I AM PAX ROMANO. 


merlin cut himself in specks 
and fed himself to u 


he is now inside you 

seize his magic 

hold on for DEAR LIFE 

PRAY TO THE MAD MAGICIANS' VOICE IN YOUR HEAD 
MAKE IT MIGHTY AND STRONG 


a blood soaked Arthur 
is rising 


there are many ways 
to die 
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and 

only ONE 
TO LIVE 
forgive 


THERE WILL BE JUSTICE BEFORE PEACE 

BEFORE THE SURVAILLED WORLD MAKES CRIMINALS OF ALL 
FREE THINKERS 

they try to take my pot away... we are gonna have a big fucking problem. 
Luckily, the cops in this town know me from catching criminals and stuff, 
and trying to help them during this summers near riots. I helped the city 
trust the fbi enough to bring someone in to clean out the dept. And with 
my own eyes I have seen cops taking money and counting it outside of the 
mob owned cab company I inadvertently drove for. 


I am His caress 
and His sword... 

The Blessed Time Has Come To Decide 

Which you will beckon 

from 

your 

GOD 


For those who have been with me from the beginning, particularly Chicago, Detroit, 
la and ny. Your discretion and trust and rebellion have made me proud to have 
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known you. I hope that you will see the logic in my isolation, how I will walk out on 
point. Take the flack, and fight back. I am an immortal. They can do nothing to 
this one being. This is why I must fight on every front, and trust that my enemies 
know I hate their behavior, and not them... and certainly not their children, or their 
lives. The old fashioned tribes have a right to exist, they have no right to become 
governments. 

Religion become government is an affront to God in this time of Beginnings. In the 
past, what was needed appeared, and religion kept the populace in line. Now we are 
ready to move beyond superstition, into the realm where the supernatural is as 
known as the lilies in the fields... to free all of God's creatures to seek their higher 
selves, to become part of a world wide movement of TOTAL WAR FOR TOTAL 
PEACE. 

They cannot defeat us. Believe this alone, and you will live or die in peace. 

I am still not sure what rules they have placed on the citizens of Chicago when 
dealing with me. I am seldom noticed, though a girl squealed and yelled my name 
once, and people used to make comments on the streets like, "HE is a bad ass." 
"This guy really delivers." The latter when I pulled lightening cracks out of the 
night sky... the former when I told them, "Go ahead and kill me, that I would just 
come meaner, more convinced of the need to kill." 


GOD’S LOVE 

Applies to his lost angels as well 
God’s cannot stop loving 

I love every lover I have ever had madly and true 
Even the ones who were agents slipped into my life 

To gather information and shape my education into a radical agenda of freedom 
I would have her blood just less than her love 
A dangerous place for a human to b 

I read the prophesies and wonder... am I here to end the world? 

I had a powerful vision of lava flowing endlessly from my chest 
Lightening spewing from my chest 

How will I end the world? 

A brief agony you will be thankful for 
When you discover 

The joyous secrets I will tell you on high 
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I am sorry that this had to hurt. My intent was never to cause damage. Blame the 
collateral damage on my oppressors, the ones who kept silent when they should have 
come to me, and offered me guidance on how to become this creature. Perhaps none 
know... the indications I have say other. How they keep a cone of silence around 
me is astounding. I wonder, with all the help I have given the Democrats, if they will 
acknowledge the events surrounding this extraordinary happening, or if they will 
toe some party line to keep the truth locked as far away from reality as possible. 

I should also say that no matter how harsh my words in this tomb, my dream is for 
peace, love and partying. People at play, not war. Where I have stated that I would 
war against someone or taste their blood even, these are the words that came up to 
make a metaphorical point. I have never tried to say that there isn't a lot of blood in 
my eyes, as you have seen, on these pages... however, taking the life of another 
human being is not our right, except in times of self-defense and war, policing... you 
know, the proper places... killing anyone over their religious rhetoric is too harsh a 
sentence when all one needs to do is lampoon them into laughable obscurity and 
deprogram their sorry asses. Peaceful protests work where they work, and I think 
The US in one such place. In other places, they have to make their own decisions, 
but I tend to think rioting and such leads to no good for anyone. This is not always 
true. When I see the Chinese people banding together to take down corrupt officials 
after a girl is raped and murdered and the connected criminal was let off, I saw a 
people within a system that can correct itself by any means necessary. I have great 
pride in the Chinese. 

If you are inclined to disbelieve this story, join the club... Took me forever to even 
begin to feel like this could be happening. I like to try to forget about it sometimes, 
and do ... though seldom. The events have made my thoughts of some import to me, 
my dreams things of dense, mystical beauty... my fantasies themselves seem guided 
by unseen forces. 


JANUARY 20™, 2009.... ELECTION DAY 


I smell blood in the air 

see soldiers marching through great white plumes of tear gas 
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reluctant young men who do not want to be out there 
who wonder what they will do if they are ordered to lire 


in ww 2 they found 75 percent of the men 
shot over the heads of enemies. 

A young Hitler claimed 

he could have been killed by an american soldier, long before he became the ghastly 
beast, 

but the kid chose to let him go. 

After that the army changed the training enough that now, 
soldiers shoot to kill 

I see them trying to steal another election 
hear the outcry and this time something more 
the thunderous roar of the masses rising as one 
storming the castles with our torches 
burning the monsters out 

See the celebration downtown 
the Obama podium where he will 
announce himself winner 
or that some are calling him the loser. 

They try to pull an A1 Gore 

Obama will have to use his community building skills 
to stop the riots 
in their chests 

from storming out in into the streets 
to stop the fire in their eyes 

from becoming flaming beams exploding all oppressors 

I see man since the beginning of man 
man now 
and man to be 
simultaneously 

blurring together the beginning and the end 
of life on this speck of dirt afloat in the infinite 

I come to man at the Praxis 
the point of change 

a black man could take the helm of a country 

where when I was a teen 

the best comedy rag in the country 
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openly mocked blacks 

the Harvard brewed National Lampoon 

I am on all sides at once 

telling them that they can make it no matter what 
no matter who 
no matter when 

tell everyone that the changes that have come about in the last two years 
are irrefutable 
no matter who wins 

though I am not so sure of any of this anymore 
When McCain openly became Bush 

to get the neo con money he needed to keep his campaign marching 
I saw that the snakes were still in the Hen House 

talking to my friend Ben today 

I said that I hoped the Republicans don't try to steal votes this year 
"They are going to do what they do, man." 

He is cynical. 

I am still hopeful 

because I have had to find hope 

where others would find none over and over 

in the squalid pockets of my existence 

in jail with my pain ripping my back apart 

on mornings after stupidly acted drunken dramas 

The humiliation of the day to day existence 

that drives the seemingly sane to shoot up their co-workers 

No, I find the hope... 

when I die I will look to the sky 

my hope fulfilled by the One who hangs on high 


for the next two days 

as we wait to find out which way the world is heading 
the world will be a nervous wreck 

we will be further apart then ever if they try to steal this one 
I will render them unforgiven 

no one will believe the elephants won without trickery 

NO ONE will sit back this time and let them use the courts to steal 

the people's will 
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I pledge my hands to peace in this land 

tell myself the times from Martin Luther King to now 

have shown sweeping changes 

STILL... I understand mine is not the perch of power 
in this revolution 

there is no head to lop of the snake 

no leaders to send the unmanned planes in to blow into a hellish inferno 


there could be insane rage 

that makes them want to smash everything in this world 
tear this world apart and start over 

the young men who are shocked by the support of whites for another black 

will sit back again in their hatred 

see the world once more as not quite their land at all... 

I will understand if the skies grow black with fires 
never lend my torch to destruction 
I will never give up the on other avenues 
unless attacked 

the states have a chance to prove themselves worthy of God's Grace 
womyn's grace, the oppressed's grace 
by saying 

Just Say No To The Party Of Lies and Wire Taps And Torture 

Say yes 
to a man 

who is a glorious challenge to my cynicism 
sorry John McCain, 

your judgement in this campaign proves to me 
you are someone else's puppet 
How I know about this 

My image has been used to make weird points in cults 
to oppress my beloved 

I know about being used as someone's puppet 
know where to look for the strings 
McCain has strings 
he accepted like chains 
to get the money from the top five percent 
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that he needed to fund his failing campaign 

The irony of the decendent of slaves 
walking into the white house 
as the first lady 

while the the Republican candidate watches 
pathetically enchained, 

unable to move as the world sweeps on around him 


THE UNWELCOME CHRIST 


drifts through another day 
in his gentle prison 

he is allowed to leave his house 
travel the city 

security is tight 

they watch him all the time 

know when he is awake/who he calls/emails 

they call those he names 

make sure they know that the Christ has Chosen them 

The cabal keeps him sated 
He has a woman, pets 
they keep him poor enough 
that travel is out of the question 

He is not the Christ of old 
living homeless and hungry 
as He awaits his date with Calvary 

God has made him a warrior 
killing with cryptic words 

that send his forces out to make another heart-attack 
cause a cancer 
create a car accident 
a suspicious fire bums across this planet 

in the flames you hear the laughter of God 
as his bloody welcome is given to his Children 
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the God who created the kill or be killed 

eat or be eaten 

world 

exists beyond your pain 
seeing you now and as you will be 

the pains of this life are subsumed in the Glory of The To Come 

the mythic journey through the stars 
back to the father's side 

you will hear tales of my heroic's along the way 
I am nothing except a creation of the Father 
nothing to celebrate or pray to or respect 
any more than any working man doing a job 
with the same feeling that he would rather be home 

the silent among you are truly in control 
not the voices you hear on the news 

there is a greater ruling class 

a coven of allegiences that try to keep the american experiment alive 

by decieving the masses 

by distrusting anyone other than themselves 

I have shown the world their faces 
dragged them out of the shadows 
into the court of opinion 

I awoke from amnesia in an Illegal House 
I did not know... 

I went along with them because they were offering me my dreams 
like all evil folk 
they lied to me 

then tried to make me act the fool for the radio 
i WENT ALONG to be funny 
different 
ground breaking 

and we were 

I wanted to use any scrap of fame I got 
to help the people 
to push for my causes 
I wanted wealth to give it away 
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I cannot accept blood money 
let them pay me off for their trickery 
pretend that a few green backs 
hold any worth 

that equals my suffering in their hands 

God himself fed me my inspiration 
when such a one as He tells you what to do 
there is no choice involved 

he provided me with the opportunity to preach, act, write 

the revolutionary movement that will take this country 

this world 

the space explorers 

to the point where the good of all 

is no different than the good of the one 


You will die 

some of you will stay by my side above 
some of you will come back into life 
warriors 

sleeper agents for God 

the evil among us 

now hungry for redemption 

to stay true to the simple god given laws 

of their genetics 

I will begin teaching them to use their powers 

None will eclipse my own 

for reasons that should be obvious to all of you 

I have a dream of peace 

from the Father 

The path to heaven in my mind 
the face of God hovering over me 
an army of angels 
the dead ready to do my bidding 
in this world and beyond 

I am at your back 
raising my sword 
to either tight off our enemies 
or take you head 
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Sit in Chicago on a perfect day 

the kitty-bum Buk curled up beside me 

slighty touching my thigh with his warm paws 

the husky lays in the doorway 
half illuminated by the golden sun 

the illusion of peace is complete 

I read of the war zones 

trying to see the best way out 

read of al queda regrouping in Pakistan 

how they won't let the Marines hunt them down 

I want Peace without appeasement 

yet I can see them there 

calling on the youth to use their juice to fight in a holy war 
everyone wants a holy war 

all war is unholy 

we fight the unholy to stop war 

Some must fight 

so that their loves can live 

the unfortunate left overs of chimps trying to dominate the tribe 
get the best fucks, the juiciest fruit... 
how pathetic to be arrogant 
in your pitiful state 

man 1 have said that my dog is better than any human 
when I said this I meant they are more blessedly living 
than man 

they would be just as cruel with our cranium 
just as fucked up by their instincts 
as they try to gather into civilizations 

our soldiers are not feeling like they are fighting a holy war 
though if they knew the future that the Taliban would bring 
they would be volunteering for suicide missions 


I will not allow any fundamentalists 
even Christians 



to tell everyone else what to do 
to jail the children of the night 
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I became in the America's for a reason 

they are the most powerful country in the world 

the exact opposite of being stoned by the crowds as 1 struggled 

to keep the heavy cross on my torn and bleeding shoulders 

This time He let me be ready 
sent me to stop the heresy 

to destroy the idea that the last prophet has come and gone 
no religion can afford to ignore me 
they will change 

to fit into the world we will offer 

or we will free their children from the grips 
of certain generations 

stop their cultural pollution BY ANY MEANS NECESSARY 

MY WORDS ARE THE FUTURE 

YOU WOULD ALL HEED WELL TO GO ALONG 

WITH THE FUTURE 

INSTEAD OF FIGHTING FOR A CRIPPLED PAST 

you wonder why I like the Mormon's? 

For the same reason I like the Catholic's... 

they believe in revelation 

All humans are capable of being contacted by angels 
given truths for how people should live 
the mormons keep this tradition alive 

I do not ignore things like they take more prozac in salt lake city 
than anywhere else in the world 

they have to loosen up 

quit thinking that they have the exact method to raise humans 

they raise carbon copies of themselves 

children who parrot what was known 

rather than seeking a new language that synthesis’s 

all that the future offers 


even new cultural truths 
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this God doesn't give a damn if a girl is a virgin 
I prefer experienced lovers 
I think kids should have sex 
I am glad that I did 

however... no adult should touch them 

in their time of innocence 

their heart and groins should he their guide 

pretending they are not supposed to be sexual 
sends them the wrong message 
creates these fetishes and phobias 
we make our children like priests 
with no sexual outlet 

so many myths must be deconstructed 
tom apart 

thrown onto the ash heap of history and burned 

we should all be smoking weed 
instead of drinking 

everyone knows this 

except those too straight to explore the wilder sides 

I have always felt like an artist 
a watcher of human kind 

a man who wanted to evolve into the best he could 
now the best I can be is too awesome to hold in my head 

I asked loyd the underground agent once 
what 1 was 

he waved his hand in front of his face saying 
"You are... oh, what you are... you're ... Christ." 

He was always avoiding my questions 

offering me only the information he wanted me to get 

told me they would jail me if I went after the Hell's angels 
stop me if I left town 

He is the only one who has approached me with full understanding 
last time I saw hint he had lost 40 pounds and was a wreck 
told me, as others have, "They've been coming down on me 
pretty hard." 

The oddest part of this is that my main goals 
have been reached 
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the president acknowledged the greenhouse effect 
the country is about to elect a liberal 
and find out how much better off they are 

the kids have been activated as voters 

the culture has come together to put a black man 

at the helm 

I have become famous with the people who matter 
and have kept at least the illusion 
that I am living like a man 


I remember when this was starting 

and I became convinced I would become wealthy beyond my wildest 

the power of money hit me hard 
I wanted things 1 had never considered buying 
became the creature I have despised 

went into the hospital and they wiped my personality away 
took out the Hitler is how they explained it on the radio 

the Hitler... there is no Hitler in me 
I drove cab for fifteen years and never picked up anyone 
who I was better then 
or anyone who was better 

I do not think in terms of hierarchies 
I am not impressed by accolades 
I am curious and open with people 
yet respectful of their privacy 
I treated everyone the same in my taxi 
and people noticed 
I was tipped incredibly well at times 

There was also my dark side on display as I drove 

I was fierce in the face of challenges 

Never Backed Down... unless it was just stupid to continue 

one night a woman grabbed the money 
I had in my shirt and bolted 
I ran her down 

and she made it clear I would have to beat her up 
to get my money back 
I returned to the cab 
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took another order and tried to forget about it 

I was always in the face of some asshole 
never let people treat me like shit 
without giving them a sting back 

I understand the thirst for vengeance 

there are many who still bring up hate and disgust in my mind 

I tell myself this is a behavior 

not the intrinsic being 

that there is a soul in all trying to steer 

the flesh by the whispers of the Holy Ghost 

The Christ inside all of you 

still I would kill relentlessly if I thought it would help 
if I did not know the collateral damage 
includes everything I love 

My Powers are too huge for my consciousness 
most of what I do with the weather comes from 
a place in my mind where words are meaningless 

I experimented to find out what could be done 
and the destruction was awe inspiring 

waves of tornados came at the bidding of my spinning fingers 

like the flooding of Chicago when I thought they had killed M 

I wonder sometimes if I was told all that has happened in the last two years 
if my rage would destroy the world once and for all 

I PRAY ONTO GOD FOR THE FORGIVENESS I ONCE FELT 
THE GRACE 

the savage is pacing back and forth in cell 
roaring in the night 

gently crying as he see's the faces of the oppressed on the moon 


I keep my mind on the mission 
trying to win the allegiance of the lost 
to bring together the unstoppable power 
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of the masses 

to enfranchise the forgotten 

the gangs are needed in our army 
we must offer them the mercy 
one gives misguided children 
before the leaders are all jailed 
and forced to believe some religion 
they have made up to enforce discipline 

manipulating the impulses of the young 

toward wanting to live gloriously 

in the eye of God 

not the eyes of their gang 

president 

priests 

or parents 

He exists 
I have seen him 

experienced the miracle of his presence 
for months on end 

When I was driving cab 

1 used to have conversations with God all the time 
I believed in Kanna then... 

kept doing good deeds and seemingly reaping the benefits 
then something terrible would happen 
for no reason I could see 
no sin of mine... 

NO ONE IS TO BLAME 
EVERYONE WAS INNOCENT ONCE 
AND WILL BE INNOCENT AGAIN 

ASK THE MURDERERS MOTHER 
ABOUT THE GOOD IN HER SON 

TENS OF THOUSANDS OF PRISONERS WERE TOO WASTED 
WHEN THEY DID THEIR CRIME 
TO EVEN REMEMBER THE NIGHT 

the religions of exclusion 
must be stopped 
opened up 
examined 
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Holy Books like the Koran speak the ways of Peace 
and War 

written by men 

trying to scribe the visions of God 

in a language the people of his time understand 

suiting the needs of a past long swept away by the wind 

the place for the fundamentalists 
is the same as the Amish today 

I appreciate the need to live simply 
if this makes them happy 
then let them b 

Yet when they take the youths and teach them to hate 
the very freedom that would bring Liberty to them 
when they are told that church and state are the same 
When the ministers tell the people that they know all 
they are mocking God 

No Man knows the best way for all to live 
Diversity is the joy of God 

I have preached to all religions that remain 

been there and done that as a Muslim 

in the time when they were the best religion on the planet 

They are now as great as many others 
No better or worse than the Bible Baptist Church 
in Auburn Indiana 

where I was offered a relationship with a deity 
I stopped believing in at some point 
what an irony? 

I would have expected one such as I to rise from a church 
I see now His Wisdom in making me a writer on the web 
where I can reach all people 
I have never liked preaching to the choir 

I am sickened by the Challenges 1 throw out daily 

Sick of being a critic 
Sick of pissing off people 


My will is not as important as His 
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As long as He feeds me words 
I must be the Praxis between God and Man 

no matter how uncomfortable I am with talking to people about this 

One Flew Over The Cuckoo Nest 
that is me 

the indian who has smashed out the window 
and found freedom 

My mother took me to this film alone 
my brothers still too young 
though we had all read the book 
She is so wonderful 

the childhood she tried to give us shines at moments 

jewels in my memory that remind me that children still feel this way 


Ossama was a wonderful child once 
a brilliant man 

a thoughtful leader with the instincts of a seasoned warrior 
Now he and his kind have grown arrogant 
as has all mankind 

Once I was filled with such passion 
that I felt I should be the one who went to war 
to save the troops from having to fight 
nuclear bombs would be kinder 

When I began to see how I could be used by the military 

I had to trust my instincts 

believe that the soldiers would keep their creeds 

yet I knew that war is a law unto itself 

the cross 

this time is information 
questions 

being alive and wondering 
where I will be most useful 

Humans who manipulate others 
are an affront to God 

we must find a way to stop the schools in the middle east 
from teaching hatred for the red, white and blue 
to do this we must change 
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America is about Change 



